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WINDSOR CASTLE, 

In a MONUMENT to our late Sovereign Ki^g 
CHARLES II. of ever blefled Memory. 

** Dum juga montis aper, fluvios dum pifcis amabit, 
** D&mque thymo pafcentur apes, dum rore cicadas ; 
<* Semper Honos, Nomcnquc tuum, Laudefque mane- 

" bunt. 
'« Si canimus fylvas, fylvae fint Confule dignae." ViRC . 



To the immortal Fame of our late drea4 Sovereign 
King CHARLES II. of everbleffedMemory; 
SLi^ to the facred Majefly of the moft auguft 
and mighty Prince JAMES II. now by the 
Grace of God King of England^ Scotland, 
France, and Ireland, Defender of the Faith, 
&c. this following Poem is in all humility dedi- 
cated by his ever devoted and obedient Subject 
and Servant, THO, OTWAY. 



TP'H O U G H poets immortality may give, 
■■• And Troy does ftih in Homer's numbers- live : 
How dare I toueh thy praife, thou gloriotis frame> 
Which mpft be deathlels as thy raifcr's nwot \ . . • .; 
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? /"OT WAY'S POEMS. 

cVirfuc'8 great pattern, and rebellion's dread, 
Long ihty he live to bruife that fcrpcnt*s heady •• 
Till alkhifc fofcs their juft confufion meet, i! 

And growl and pine beneath his mighty feet! ' ^ 

The feeind, for debates in council fit, 
Of fteady judgment and deep piercing wit; 
To all the nobleft heights of learning bred, 
Both iriett -and books with curious fearch had read ; • 7 
Fathom'd die ancient policies of Greece, 
And having form'd from all one curious pieces 
Learnt thence what fprings beft move and guide a ftatej 
And cotild with teife direft the heavy weight. 
But our then angry fate great Glo'fter fciz'd, ' 7 
Andhcvrtf lirice feem'd perfcftly appeas'd : 
For, oh ! what pity, people blefs'd as we 
With plenty, peace, and noble liberty. 
Should fa much of our old aifeife retain, 
To make us furfeit into Haves again I 8 

Slaves to thofc tyrant lords whofe yoke we bore^ 
And fcrv'd fo bafe a bondage to before ; 
Yet 'twas ouf curfe, that bltfflings flow'd too faft, 
br we had aj^petites too coarft to tafte. 
Fond Ifratlites, our manna to refufe, 8 

And Egypt's loathfome flefli-pots murmuring chufe. 
Great Charles fa\V this, yet hulh'd his rifing breaft. 
Though much the lion in his bofom preft : 
But he for fway fccm'd fo by nature made, 
That his own paffions knew him, and obey'd: 9< 
Matter of them, hefofcen'd his command, 
Tiie Avord of rule fcarcc threatened in his hand : 

Sten 
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SterprmsLjcRY upon his brow might fit, 

But finiles, itiU playing round it, made it fweet : 

S9 finely mij^'d, had Nature dar*d t' afford 9^ 

One leaft.perfe£don more, h' had been ador'd. 

Merciful, jvft, good-natur'd, liberal, brave, 

Witty, and pleafure*s friend, yet not her Have : 

The paths of life by noblcft methods trod j 

Of. mortal mold, but in his mind a god. 100 

Though now (alas ! ) in the fad grave he lies. 

Yet (hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it riis;. 

. In this great mind long he his cares revolv'd. 
And long it \yas ere the great mind re{blv*d : 
Till wearinefs at lad his thoughts composed; 105 

Peace was the choice, and their debates were clo8!d. . 
But, oh ! 

Through.all this iile, where it feems moft defign'd. 
Nothing (b hard as wifh*d-for peace to ^nd. 
The elements due order here maintain, i lO 

And pay thdr tribute in of warmth and rain : 
Cool iha^es and ftreams, rich fertile lands abound, j 
And Nature's bounty flows the ieafons round. 
But we, a wretched race of men, thus bled. 
Of. To mu^h happinefs (if known, polTcll) 1 1 5 

Miftaking every nobleft ufe of life. 
Left beauteous Quiet, that kind, tender wife. 
For the unwholfome, brawling harlot. Strife. 
The man in power, by wild ambition led, 
Envy'd all honours on another's head ; no 

And, to fupplant fome rival, by his pride 
Embroird that ftate his wifdom ought to guide* 
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The priefts, who huiAbfe ferfijjerantje ihould prdftfir; ' ' 

Sought filken robes and fat voluptuous eafe ; 

So, with fmall labours iii the vineyard ihowii, ^ ii 

Forfook God's haireft to improve their own. 

That dark aenigma (yc* unriddled) Law, 

Inflead of doing right and giving awe, ; 

Kept open iifls, and at the noify bar, 

Four times a year proclaim'd a civil war, 13 

Where daily kinfman, father. Ton, and brodier. 

Might damn their fouls to ruin one another. 

Hence cavils roie 'gainft Heaven's and Caefar's cauft, 

From falfe religions and corrupted laws ; 

Till fo at laft rebellion's bale was laid, 13 

And God or king no- longer were obey'd. 

But that good angel whole furmounting powor 
Waited great Charles in each emergent hour, 
Againil whofe care hell vainly did decree. 
Nor fafter could deiign than chat forefee, i4( 

Guarding the crown upon his facred brow 
From ail its blackeft arts^ was with him now, 
AlTur'd him peace muft be for him defign'd. 
For he was bom to give it all mankind. 
By patience, mercies large, and many toils, 141 

In his own realms to calm intefiine broils. 
Thence every root of difcord to remove. 
And plamt us Aew with unity and love. 
Then fbetch his healing hands to neighbouring ihores. 
Where daughter cages, 4md wild rapine roars ; ,150 
To cool their fcrmests with the charms of peace. 
Who, £6 their madneft and their rage might ceafe, 

;. : Glow 



WINDSOR CA&TL.E, ,.^ 
Grow all (emlmciog what fuch fjftftdihip bringi) * 
Like U8 die people, and like him their kings. 

But now (alas j) . i^ ^^^ ^^^ S^^^ ^^ ^^^^» '55 

Yet fhall his praise for ever live, and laurels from it nie^ 

For thi» afliinmce pious thaaks he paid ; 
Then in his mind the beaut;eaus model laid • - 

Of that inajeftic pile, where oft, his care 
A-while forgot, he might for eafe rep^r : . s60 

A ibat forfweet retirentient, health, and luve, 
Britain's Olympiis, where, like awful Jove, 
He pleasM could (it, and his regards heilow 
On the ?ain,. bufy, fw^rming. world below. 
E'en I, the meaneft of thofe humble fwains, li^ 

Who fang his praifes through the fertile plains. 
Once in a happy hour was thither led. 
Curious to. iee what Fame Co far had fpread. 
There tell, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find, 
Worthy thy fong, and his celeftial mind. j-jp 

'Twas at- that joyful hallow'd day*s return. 
On which that man of miracles was born. 
At whofe great birth appeared a noon-day ftar. 

Which prodigy foretold yet many more j 
Did ihange efcapes from dreadful Fate declare, 175 

Nor fliin'd, but for one greater king before. 
Though now (alas ! ) in the fad grave he lies. 
Yet ihall his praiie forever live, and laurels from it rife* 

For this great day were equal joys prepared. 
The voice of triumph on the hills was- heard ; x8o 
Redoubled Ihoutings wak'd the echo's round, 
Jlnd chearfu^ bowls with loyal vpws were ciown'd* 



%o 'OT WAY'S POEMS./ 
Buty nbove ally within thole lofty towen, . 
Where glorious Charles then fpent his happy hours, 
Joy wore a folemny though a fmiling £iice i 
'Twas gay, but yet majeftic, as the place ; 
Tell then, my'Mufe, what wondersf thou didft fin< 
Worthy thy fong and fus celeftial mind. 

Within a gate of ftrength, whofe ancient frame 
%ta8 outworn Time, and the records of Fame, 
A reverend * dome there ftands, where twice each di 
Aflembling prophets their devotions pay, 
In prayers and hymns to heaven's eternal king. 
The cornet, flute, and ihawme, aflifting as they (in; 
Sere Ifrael's myilic ibtutes they recount, ] 

From >the firft tables €>f the holy mount, 
To the bleft gofpel of that glorious lord, 
Whofe precious death (alvation has reftor'd. 
Here fpeak, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft fin 
%^rthy thy fong and his celeflial mind. 2 

Within this dome a fhining f chapel 's rais'd. 
Too noble to be well deicrib'd or prais'd. 
Before the door, Ex'd in an awe profound, 
I flood, and gaz'd with pleafmg wonder round, 
When one approach'd who bore much fober grace, i 
Order and ceremony in his face ; 
A threatening rod did his dread right hand poize, 
A badge of rule and terror o*er the boys : 
His left >a mafly bunch of keys did fway. 
Ready to open all to all that pay. t 

* St* George's Church. . f St. George's Chape 
• - I T 
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This cofurteous fquire^ obferving how amaz'd 
My eyes betray'd me as diey wildly gaz*d. 
Thus gently fpoke : " Thofe banners * raised on high 
** Betoken noble vows of chivalry ; 
f Which here their heroes with religion make^ 2x5 
" When they the enfigns of this order take." 
Then in due method made me underhand 
What honour fam*d St. George had done our land 1 
What toils he vanquifh'd, with what monitcrs (bove j 
Whofe champions fincc for virtue, truth^ and love, 220 
Hang here their trophies, while their generous arms 
Keep wrong fuppreft, and innocence from harms. 
At this m* amazement yet did greater grow. 
For I had been told all virtue was but ihow 5 
That oft bold villainy had bed fuccefs, 22 j 

As if its ufe were more, nor merit lefs. 
But here I faw how it rewarded fliin'd. 
Tell on, my Mufe, what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and Charles's mighty mind. 

J tum'd around my eyes, and, lo, a f cell, 230 
\XTierc melancholy ruin feemM to dwell. 
The door unhingM, without or bolt or ward, 
Seem'd as what lodg'd within found fmall regard. 
Like fbme old den, fcarce viiited by day, 
Where dark oblivion lurk*d and watched forprey« 235 

* Of the Knights of the Garter. 
+ An old ifle in the church, where the banner of a 
^ead knight is cairied, when another fucceeds him. 
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Here, in a l^eap ot confas'd watfe, I foimd 
JJegleft^ hatchiftiehts tumbled on the ground; 
The fpoils of Timie, and triumph of that fete 
Which equally on all mankind does wait : 
TKe hc\q, leyerd in his humble grave, ''t^d 

With other pen, was now nor great nor brave ; 
While here his trophies, like their mafter, lay. 
To darknefe, worms, and rottenncfs^ a prey. 
Uig*d by fuch thoughts as guide the truly great, 
rerhaps his fate he did in battle meet ; 24^ 

Fell in his prince's dnd his country^ caufe ; 
But what hit recompence ? A fhort applauie, * 
Which he ne'er hears, his memory may grace, 
Tilly foon'forgot, another takes his place. 

And happy that man's chance who fells in time, 259 
Ere yet his virtue be become his crime ; 
£re his abus'd de&rt be calPd his pride, 
Ot fools and villains on his ruin ride. ' 
But truly bled is he, whoie foul can bear 
The wrongs of fate,;nor think them worth his care j 25$. 
Whofe mind no difappointment here can Ihake, 
Who a true eftimate of life does make, 
Knows 'tis uncertain, frail, and will have end, 
So to that profpe^l (Hll his thoughts does bend ; 
Who, though his right a ftronger jx)wer invade, 260' 
Though fate opprefs, and no man give him aid, 
Cheefd with th' affurance that he there (hall find 
Reft from all toils, and no rcmorfe of mind ; 
Can Fortune's fmiles defpife, her frowns «ut-brave. 
For who *i a prince or beggar in the grave ? 265 

But 
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But if immortal any thing rsroarl^ 
Rejoice, my Mufe, aad drive dut end to gain. 
Thou kind diflbiver of encroaching care, . 
And eafe of every bitter weight I bear> 
Keep from my foul Tepining, ftrhik I ilng 270 

The praife and honour of this gion<^U8 king.i 
And farther tell what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial ^nd. 

Beyond the Dome a * lofty tower appears, • 
Beauteous in firength, the work of long-paft years, 275 
Old as hn noUe ftem, who there bears fway. 
And, like his loyalty, without decay. 
This goodly ancient frame looks as it flood 
The mother pile, and all the reft her brood. 
So careful watch feems pioufly to keep, ±to 

While underneath her wings the mighty deep ; 
And th^ may red, fince f Norfolk there commands, 
Safe in his faithful heart and valiant hands. 

But now appears the % beauteous feat of Peace, ' 
Large of extent, and fit for goodly eaie ; 1S5 

Where nobie order flrikes the greedy fight 
With wonder, as it fills it with delight ; 
The mafly walls feem, as the womb of earth. 
Shrunk when fuch mighty quarries thence had biith; 
Or by the Theban founder they'd been lais'd, 1^0 
And ia his powerful numbers fhould be praised : 

♦ The CafUe. t The Duke of NorfoHt, Conffable 
1^ Windfbr Cadle. t The Houfe. 

Such 
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Such ftrength without does eviery where abound. 
Within fuch glory an4 fuch fplendor 's found. 
As man's united ikill had there combined 
T* exprcfs what one great genius had defign'd. n 
^ Thus, when the happy world Augufhis fwayM, 
Knowledge was cheriih'd, and improvement made ; 
Learning- and arts his empire did adorn. 
Nor did there one neglefted virtue mourn ; 
But, at his call, from fartheft nations came, 3< 

^While the immortal Mufes gave him fame. 
Though when her far-ftretch'd empire flouriih'd moft 
Rome never yet a work like this could boaft : 
No Caefar e'er like Charles his pomp exprefs'd. 
Nor ever were his nations half fo bled : 3< 

ffhough now (alas ! ) in the fad grave he lies. 
Yet ihaH his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rif 

• Here, as all Nature's wealth to court him preft, 
Seem'd to attend him Plenty, Peace, and Reft. 
Through all the lofty roofs * defcrib'd we find 3 
The toils and triumphs of his god-like mind : 
A theme that might the nobleft fancy warm. 
And only fit for f his who did perform. 
The walls adorn'd with richeft woven gold, 
£q\;al to what in temples ihin'd of old, 3 

Grac'd well the luftre of his royal eafe, 
Whofe empire reach'd throughout the wealthy Teas ; 

- ♦ The Paintings done by f The Sieur Verrio, Y 
Majefty's chief Painter. , 
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fide which he wifely chofe, when raging arm* ' 
Kept neighbouring nations waking with alarms ; 
For when wart troubled her ibft fountains there, 329 
She fwoird her ttreams, and flow'd-in fafter here ; 
With her came Plenty, till our ifle feemM blefs'd 
As Canaan's Ihore, where IfiaeVs ions found reft. 
Therefore » when cruel (pollers, who have hurl'd 
VVafte and confufion through the wretched world, 315 
To after-times leave a great hated name. 
The (nraife of Peace ihall vmt on Charles's fame ; 
His country's father, through whoie tender care. 
Like a lulVd babe ihe flept, and knew no fear; 
Who, when Ih' offended, oft would hide his eyes, 330 
l{ov iee, becaufe it grievM him to diaftize. 
But if fubmiffion brought her to his feet. 
With what true joy the penitent he'd meet ! 
How would his love dill with his juftice fhive ! 
How parent-iike, how fondly he M forgive f J35 

But now (alas !} in the fad grave he lies. 
Yet fhall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

Since after all thofe toils through which he ibrove 
By every art of moft endearing love. 
For his reward he had his Britain found, 340 

The awe and envy of the nations round. 
Mufe, then fpeak more what wonders thou didft find 
Worthy thy fong and his celeftial mind. 
Tell now what emulation may infpire. 
And warm each Britifli heart with warlike fire ; 34$ 
Call all thy fiftcrs of the ^crcd hill. 
And by the j^ainter's pcncil.guidc my ^uill ; -. 

\i^ccfe^ 
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Defcribe that loft]r:iw>numjeDtai^hally. ■ . • . 
Where England's trium{>h8 grace the /tuning wi^U 
^W^CA five Jed capUYf kiiige from con^u«rM Gaul. 
Here when the fbns of Fame their leader, fnfeec^ 
And at their feafts in j)pmpous order fit, . . 
When the glad fp^rkljog bowl infjjttrefl jtheboard. 
And I|igh-mip'd thougt^ts great tales of wwr jkfiord, 
fiort 8!s a leflbn may their eyes behold -i ■ 3 

What their yi£^ipu9 fathers did of old ; 
Whon th6ir proud neighbours of the Gallic fhorr 
Trembled to hesr the Englifli Hon roar. 
Here may they fee how good old f Edward fat. 
And did his :|: glorious ion's arrival wait, ~ 3 
When from the fields of Tanquiih'd France he cans 
Followed by fpoils, and uiher'd in by Fame. 
In golden chains he their quell'd monarch led. 
Oh, for iuch laurels on another head ! 
Viifoird with floth, nor yet o'ctcioy'd with peace, 3 
We had not then learn 'd the loofe arts of eafe. 
In our own climes our vigorous youth were nurs'd. 
And with no foreign educations curs'd. 
Their northern metal was preferv'd with care, 
Kor fent for foftening into hotter air. 3 

Nor did they *8s now from fruitlefs travels come 
With follies, vices, and diieafes home^ 
But in full purity of health and mind 
Hept up the noble virtues of their kind. 

♦ Where St. George's Feaft is kept. 
t Edw. llL it The Black Prince. 
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Had not falfe fenates to thofe ills difpos'd 375 

Which long had England's happinefs opposed 
With fhibbom faction and rebellious pride^ 
All means to fuch a noble end deny'd^ 
To Britain, Charles tliis glory had refloFd, 
And thofe revolted nations own'd their lord. 3 So 

Bm now (alas !) in the fad grave he lies, 
Yet (hall his praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

And now furvey what *8 open to our view. 
Bow down all heads, and pa^ devotion due. 
The * temple by this hero built behold, 385 

Adom*d with carvings, and o'erlaid with gold ; 
Whofe radiant roof fuch glory does difplay, 
We think we fee the heaven to which we pray;. 
So well the artifl's hand has there delin'd. 
The merciful redemption of mankind ,* 390 

The bright afcenfion of the Son. of God;. 
When back through yiejiding ikies to heaven he rode, 
With lightning round. hi< head, and thunder where | 

he trod. 

Thus when to Charles, as Solomon, was given 
Wifdom,,the greateft gift of bounteous heaven; 395 
A houfe like.his he built, and temple rais d, 
Where his Creator might be fitly prais'd ; 
With riches too and honours was he crown'd^ 
Nor, whilfl he liv'd, was diere one like him found. 
Therefore what once to Ifrael's lord was faid, 400 
When Sheba*s queen his glorious court furvey'd, 

* The Chapel at the end of the haU, 
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To Charlos's fame for e>es^ Aall Tcmain, 

Who did as wondrous tijingli, who did as greatl^reign. 

*' Happy weie they Who cofti^d .bcfocp him ftarid^ 

^* And faw the wifdbnfe of hii dread command ;'* 405 

For heavQft rcfolv'd* that much above the reft . 

Of other nations Britawi fliouid be blcft. 

Found him when ba^Uh'd.fxom his facrcd right* :.•• 

Try'd kdd great foul, and ia.it took delight j 

Tlien to his throne ia tniimph did him briag, 410 

Where never rul*d a wifia^ juftcr king. 

But now (alas !) in the' fad grave he lies. 

Yet fhaUhis praife for ever live, and laurels from it rife. 

Tiius far the painter's hahd did guide the Mufe, 
Now let her lead, nor will he fure refufe. 415 

Two kindred arts they are, .lb near ally'd. 
They oft have by each odisr been fupply'd. 
Therefore, great man ! when next thy thoughts in- 
cline 
The Twocks of Fame, let thi* be the defign : 
As thou couldft beft great Charles's glory fliow, 420 
Shew how he fell, and >iWi^nce the fatal blow. 

In a large ^ae, may give beholders awe. 
The meeting of a numecous fenste draw ! 
Over their heads a black diAemiper'd Iky, 
And thrdtigh the air let gitnning Furies fly, 4A5 

Chafg'd wkh cocnmi^ns of infernal date, 
To raife fell difcord and inteftice hate ; 
From their foul heads let chern by handfuls tear 
The uglieft Ihakes^ and beft-lov'd favourites there. 

Then 



WIND so R CAST L.«. 19 

Then whirl them <fpouting venom as they foil) 430 
'Mongft the -afiembled numbers of the b^U j 
^];^ere into murmuring boTams let them go^ 
Till their infe£^ion to coirfufion grow ; 
TiU fuck bold tumults and diforders rife^ 
JV^ when the impious fons of earth ailail'd the threatened 
ikies. 435 

^ut then let mighty Chades at diilance ftand^ 
jHis crown upon his heady ^nd fceptre in his hand; 
To fend abroad his word, or with a frown 
Hepel, and dafh th* afpiring rebels down : 
IJnable to behold his dreaded ray, 440 

-i.et them grow blind, difperie, and reel away. 
ict the dark fiends the troubled air forfake, 
And all new peaceful order icem to tak-c. 

But, oh, imagine Fate t' have waited long 
An hour like this, and mingled in the throng, 445 
Hous'd with thole furies fjx>m her feat below, 
T* have watch'd her only time to give the blow : . . 
I^hen cruel cares, by faithlefs fubjc£b bred, 
Too clofcly prefe'd his facrcd peaceful head ; 
With them t' have pointed her dcftroying dart, 450 
And through the brain found pafTage to the heart 
3Deep-wounding plagues avenging heaven bellow . . 
On thofe curs'd heads to whom this lofs we oy& ! 
On all who Charles's heart affliction gave. 
And fent him to the forrows of the grave ! 455 

Now, painter, (if thy griefs can let thee) draw 
The (addcil fccnw that weeping eyes e'er fa\y^ 

C 4. How 
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How on his royal bed that woeful day 
The much-lamented mighty monarch lay ; 
Great in his fete, and ev'n o'er that a king, 4 

No terror could the Lord of Terrors bring. 
Through many fteady and well-manag'd years 
He 'd arm*d his mind 'gainft all thofe little fears, 
Which common mortals want the power to hide. 
When their mean fouls and valued clay divide. 41 
He *d ftudy'd well the worth of life, and knew 
Its troubles many, and its bleflings few : 
Therefore untnovM did Death's approaches fee, 
And grew familiar with his dcftiny; 
Like an acquaintance entertained his fate, 4' 

Who, as it knew him, feem'd content to wait. 
Not as his gaoler, but his friendly guide. 
While he for his great journey did provide. 

Oh couldft thou exprefs the yearnings of his mind 
To his poor mourning people left behind ! 47 

But that I fear will ev*n thy Ikill deceive. 
None but a foul like his fuch goodnefs could conceive 
For though a ftubborn race deferving ill. 
Yet would he fhew himfelf a father ftill. 
Therefore he chofe for that peculiar care, 48 

His crown's, his virtue's, and his mercy's heir. 
Great James, who to his throne docs now fucceed. 
And charg'd him tenderly his flocks to feed*; 
To guide them too, too apt to run aftray, 
And keep the foxes and the wolves away. 4$ 

Here, painter, if tUou canft, thy art improve, 
And /hew the wonders of fraternal love ; 

6 Uq^ 
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How mourning James bv fading Charles did fland, 
The dying grafping the furviving hand ; 
How round each other's necks their arms they caft, 490 
Moan'd with endearing murmurings, and embraced j 
And of their parting pangs fuch marks did give, 
'Twas hard to guefs which yet could longeft live. 
Both their fad tongues quite loft the power to fpeak, 
And their kind hearts feem'd both prepared to break. 49 5 

Here let thy curious pencil next difplay, 
Ho\v roimd his bed a beauteous offspring lay, 
With their great father's bleffing to be crown'd, 
Like young fierce lions ftretch'd upon the ground, 
And in majeftic $lent forrow drown'd. 5 00 J 

This done, fuppofe the ghaftly minute nigh. 
And paint the griefs of the fad ftandcrs-by ; 
Th' unweary'd reverehd father's pious care,. 
Offering (as oft as tears could ftop) a prayer. 
Of kindred nobles draw a forrowing train, 505 

Whofe looks may fpcak how much they fhar'd his pain ; 
How. from each groan of his, deriving fmart. 
Each fetch'd another from a torturM heart. 
Mingled with thefe, his faithful fcrvants place, 
With different lines of woe in every face ; 510 

With downcaft heads, fwoin breafts, and ftreaming eyes. 
And .fighs that mount in vain the unrelenting ikies. 

But yet there ftill remains a talk behind. 
In which thy readieft art may labour find. 
At diftance let the mourning queen appear, 515 

(But where fad news too foon may reach her ear;) 

C s Dcfcribe 
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Defcribe her proilrate to the throne above. 
Pleading with prayer the tender caufe of love : 
Shew troops of angels hovering from the Iky 
(For they, wliene'er fhe caU'd> were always nigh) j. 510 
Let them, attend her cries and hear her moan>, 
With looks of beauteous ftidnefs like her own, 
Beca^p they know her lord's great doom is feal'd^ 
And. cahoot (though ihe aiks it) be repeal'd. 

By this time think the work of Fate is done, 5x5 
So any farther fad defcription ihun. 
She:w him not pale and breathlefs on his bed, 
^Twould make all gazers on. thy art fall dead ; 
And thou thyfelf to Rich a fcene of woe 
Add a ne)¥ piece, and thy own ftatue grow. 5.30 

Wipe therefore all thy pencils, and prepare 
To draw a profpeft now of clearer air. 
Paint in an caftem Iky new da^vning day, 
And there the embryos of time difplay 5 
The forms of many fmiling years to come, 535. 

Juft ripe for birth, and labouring from their womb ; 
Each ftruggling which, ihall elderfhip obtain> 
To be firflr grac'd with mighty James's reign. 
Let the dread monarch on his throne appear, 
Place too the charming partner of it there. 549 

O'er his their wings let Fame and Triumph fpread. 
And foft-ey'd Cupids hover o'er her head j 
In his, paint fmiliftg, yet majeftic grace. 
But all the wealth of beauty in her face. 
Then from ths different comers of the earth 54^ 

JDcfcnbe applauding nations cspnaing forth, 
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Homage to pay, or humble peace to gain, 
And owA aufpicious omeas from his reign. 
Set at long diflance his contra£led foes 
Shrinking from what they dare not now oppofe ; 550 
Draw fham£.(M- m^n dtfpair in all theii- eyes, 
And terror left th* avenging hand fhould rife. 
But where his fmiles extend, draw beauteous peace. 
The poor man's chcarful wih,' the rich man*s^' cafe ; 
Here, Ihepherds piping to their feeding (heep, 555 

Or ftretch'd at length in theit wann huts afleep j 
There jolly hinds fpread fhrtough the fultry ^Ids, 
Reaping fuch harvefts as their tillage yields ; 
Or flielter'd from the fcorchings of the fun, 
Their labours ended, and repaft begun ; 560 

Rang*d on green banks, which they themfelves did raife. 
Singing their own content^ and ruler's praife.. 
Draw beauteous mcad^s, gardens, groves, and bowers. 
Where ContcmplatioiRcfl may pafs her hours : 
Fill'd with chafte lovers plighting conftant hearts, 565 
Rejoicing Mufes, and eacourag'd Arts. 
Draw every thing like this that thought can fi-amft, 
Bcft fuiting with thy theme, great James's fame. 
Known for the man who from his youthful years. 
By mighty deeds has earn'd the crown he wears ; 5-0 
Whofe conquering arm far-envy 'd wonders wrought. 
When an ungrateful people's caufc he fought ; 
When for their rights he his brave fword employed. 
Who in return would have his rights deftroy'd : 
But heaven fuch injur'd merit did regard 375 

(Ai hearcn in time true virtue will reward)? 

C 4 't.^ 
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So to a throne by Providence he rofe, 

And all who- e'er were his, were Providence's foes. 

THE ENCHANTMENT. 

I. 

I1>II) but look and love a-while^ 
'Twas but for one half-hour ; 
Then to reiift I had no will 
And now I have no power* 
II. 
To (ighy and wifh, is all my eafe $ 

Sighs, which do heat impart. 

Enough to melt the coldeft ice. 

Yet cannot warm your heart. 

III. ^ 

O ! would your pity give my iJeart 

One comer of your breaft, 
'Twould learn of yours the ^nmming art^ 
And quickly (k^ the reft. 
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3>0ET'S COMPLAINT OF HIS MUSE: 

o R, 

A SATIRE AGAINST LIBELS. 
" Si quid habent vcri vatum praefagia, vivam." 

To the Right Honourable Thomas Eari of 
Os s o RY, Baron of Moor Park, Knight of the 
moft Noble Order of the Garter, &c, 

MY LORD, 

nn HOUG H never any man had more need of excufe 
•*- for a prefumption of this nature than I have now ; 
yet, when I have laid out every way to find one, yoxir 
Iord/hip*8 goodnefs muft be my beft refuge : and there- 
fore I humbly caft this at your feet for protection, and 
royielf for pardon. 

My Lord, I have great need of prote£Hon ; for to 
die beft of my heart I have here publilhed in (bmr 
meafure the truth, and I would have it thought honeftly 
'• too (a pra£lice never more out of countenance than 
now) : yet truth and honour are things which your lord- 
ihip muft needs be kind to, becaufe they are relations 
to your nature, and never left you. 
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'Twould be a fecond prefumption in me to pretend 
in this a panegyric on your lordfliip; for it would re- 
quire more art to do yowr virtue juflice, than to flatter 
any other man. 

If I have ventured at a hint of the prefent fufferings 
of that great prince mentioned in the latter end of this 
paper, with favour from your lordfhip I hope to add a 
fecond part, and do all thofe great and good men 
juftice, that have in his calamities ftuck faft to fo 
gallant a friend and fo" good a maftcr. To write and 
finifh which great fubjeft faithfully, and to be honoured 
with your lordfhip's pmronage in what I may do, aad^ 
your approbation, or at leafl pardon, in what I have 
done, will be the greateft pride of. 
My Lord, 
Your mofl humble admirer and fervant, 

Thomas Otway* 



'T'O a high hill where never yet flood tree, 
•*• Where only heath, coarfe fern, and furzes grow» 

Where (nipt by piercing air) 
The flocks in tatter'd flaeces hardly gate. 

Led by uiicinR& thoughti £md care, 
Wkich did too much his pcnfivef mind amaze, 
A Pandering bard,. wh<jfe Mufe was draay grown, ^ 
Cloy'd with- the nwafe«iu follictt of Che buzzing town, v 
Came^ look'd about him>.righ'd'^ $M hid liamdo^m J / 

/. • ■'^was". 
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'Twas farfrom any path, but whcrt the earth 
Was bare, and naked all as at her birth. 

When by. the word it firft was made. 
Ere God had faid. 
Let grais and herbs and every green thing grow, 
Wirfi fruitful trees after their kind, and it was fo. 
The whirling winds blew fiercely round his head. 
Cold was his lodging,, hard bis bed ; 
Aloft his eym on iht wide hcarena Ik: daft. 
Where we are told Peace only 's found at laft : 
And as he did its hopelcfs diilance fee, 
Sigh*d deep> and cry'd. How hr is Peace from me ! 

II. 

Nor ended therc Ivis moan : 
The diftance of his future joy 
Had been enough to give him pain alone ; 

But who can undergo 
Defpair of eafe to come, with weight of prcicnt woe ? 

Down his affli6bcd £ace 
The trickling tears had fkeam'd fo faft a pace. 
As left a pa^ worn by their briny race. 

Swoln was his bicad with fighs, his well- 

proportioned limbs as ufelefs fell, 
Whilil the poor trunk (unable to fufbin 
Itfelf) lay sackt, and ihaking wkh its pain. 
I heard his gfoans as I was walking by. 
And (urg'd by pity) went afide, to fee 

What the fad caufe could be 
flid prefs'd his ibte folaw^ and lais'd hie p iai n tsib high. 
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On me he fixt his eyes. I crav'J, 
Why fo forlorn > he vainly rav'd. 
Peace to his mind I did commend 
But, oh ! my words were hardly at an end, 

When I perceivM it was my friend. 
My much-lov'd friend ? fo down I (at, 
And beggM that I might fliare his fate : 
I feid my cheek to his, when with a gale 

Of fighs he eas*d his hreaft, and thus began his tale t 

III. 

N I am a wretch of honefl race ; 

My parents not obfcure, nor high in titles were-. 
They left me heir to no difgrace. 
My father was (a thing now rare) 
Loyal and brave, my mother chafte and fair : 
The pledge of marriage-vows was only I ; 
Alone I liv*d their much-lov'd fondled boy : 
They gave me generous education, high 
They drove to raiie my mind, and with it grew their joy; 
The fages that infhru£ted me in arts. 

And knowledge, oft would praife my parts. 
And chear my parents longing hearts. 

When I was call'd to a difpute. 
My fellow-pupils oft flood mute ; 
Yet never Envy did disjoin 
Their hearts ham me, nor Pride dxflemper mine. 
Thus my firft yeart in happineft I paft, 

Nor any bitter cop did tafie : 
But, ctkl z deadly podon came at laft» 

As 
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As I lay loofely on my bed, 
A thoufand pleafant thoughts triumphing in my head, 
And as my ienfe on the rich banquet fed, 
A voicA (it feem'd no more, Co bufy I 
Was wirfi myfelf, I (aw not who was nigh) 
Pierc'd through my cars ; Arife, thy good Senander'sdead. 
It ihook my brain, and from their feafl my frighted 
fenfes fled. 

IV. 
From thence fad difcontent, uneafy fears. 
And anxious doubts of what I had to do. 
Grew with fucceeding years. 
The world was wide, but whither fhould I go ? 
I, whoie blooming hopes all withered were> 
Who 'd little fortune, and a deal of care ? 
To Britain's great metropolis I ftray'd. 

Where Fortune'sgeneral game isplay'd; 
Where honefty and wit are often praisM; 
But fools and knaves are fortunate and rais'd ; 
My forward fpirit prompted me to find 

A converfe equal to my mind : 
But by raw judgment eafily mifled, 
(As giddy callow boys 
Are very fond of toys) 
I mifs'd the brave and wife, and in their ftead 
On every fort of vanity I fed. 
Gay coxcombs, cowards, knaves, and prating fools. 
Bullies of o'er-grown bulks and little fouls, 
Cameilers, half-wits, and fpendchrifts (fuch as think 
JVliichicvous midaight frolics, bred by drink 
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Are gallantry and wit, 
• Becaufe to tbcir lewd underftandmg* £t) 
^ Were tfeofe wherewith two years at leaft I fpent, 
"To all their fulfoitie follies mofl: incorrigibly bent; 
Till at the laft, myfclf more to abufe, 
I grew in love with a deceitful Muie. 

V. 

Ko fair deceiver ever us'd fuch charms, 
T' enfnarc a tender youth, and win his heart : 
Or, when flie had him in her arms, 
Sccmr'd his love with greater art. 
I fancy*d, otl 4ream*d (as poets always do) 
No boaoity with my Mufe's might compare, 
Lofty fhefeem'd, and on her fnont iat a raa 
Awful, yet kind ; fev^re,' yet 
Upon her head a crown (he bore 
Of laurel, which ihe told me Ikniid be mine : 
And round her ivory neck flie wore 
A rope of largeft pearl. Each part of her did ihine. 
With jewels and with -gold, 
Numberlefs to be told ; 
Which in imagination as I did behold, 

And IotM, and wondcr'd more and more. 
Said (he, Thefe riches all, my darling, ihall be Aine, 

Riches which never poet had before. 
6he promised me to raife my fortune and my name> 
By royal fovour, and by endkfs fame j 
But never told 
How bard they were to get; how di^ult to hold. 

Thus 
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Thus by tSie arts of this moft (ly 
Deluder was T -caught. 
To her bewitching bondage brought. 
Eternal conftancy we (wore, 

A thoufand times our vows were doubicd o'er : 

And as we did in our entrancements lie, 

I thought no pleafure e'er was wrong 

No pair To happy as my Mi^ and '. 
VI. 
' Nc^er was young lover half fo fond 
When firft his pufillage he loft, 
^Or could of half my pleafure boaft. 
AVe never met but we enjoy'd, 
Still tranfported, never cloy*d. 
-Chambers, cloiets, fields, and grote^. 
Bore witnefs of our daily loves ; 
And on the bark of every tree 

You might'the marks of our endearments fee. 
Diftichs, pofies, and the pointed bits 

Of £itire ^(whtten when a poet meets 

His Mufe's caterwauling fits) 

You might on every rhind behold, and fwear 

I and my Clio had been at it there. 

Nay, by my Mufe too I was bleft 
With offsprings of the choiceft kinds. 
Such as have pleas 'd the nobleft minds> 

vAnd been approv'd by judgments of die beft. 

But in this moft tranfjporting height. 
Whence I look'ddowAi and laught at fate, 

<A11 
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All of a fudden I was alcer'd grown ; 

I round me look'd, and found myfclf alone 

My faithlefs Mufe, my faihlefs Mufe, was gone 

I try'd if I a verfe could frame 
Oft I in vain invok'd my Clio's name. 

The more I ftrove^ the more I failM 
I chaf'd, I bit my pcn,£urftmy dull ikull, and raal 
RefolvM to force m' untoward thought, and at the laft 
prevailed. 

A line came forth, but fuch a one, 
No travailing matron in her child-birth pains, 
Full of the joyful hopes to bear a fon, 
Was more afloniih'd at th' unlook'd-for fhape 
Of fome deformed baboon, or apt. 
Than I was at the hideous ilTue of my brains. 

I tore my paper, ftabb'd my pen. 
And "fwore I 'd never write again^ 
Reiblv'd to be a doating fool no more. 
But when my reckoning I began to make, 
I found too long I 'd ilept, and was too late awake; 
I found m' ungrateful Mufe, for whofe falfe fake 
I did myfelf undo. 
Had robb'd me of my deareft ftnre. 
My precious time, my friends, and reputation too ; 
And left me hclplefs, friendlefs, very proud, and poor.. 

VIL 
Reafon, which in ba& bonds my folly had enthralVii» 
I (Iraight to council called ; 
Like fome old faithful friend, whom long ago 
I had calhier'd, to pleafe my flattering fur. 

To 
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To me with readinefs he did repair ; 
Ezprefs'd much tender chearfulnefs, to find 
Experience had reftor'd him to my mind ; 

And loyally did to me fhow. 
How much himfelf he did abufe, 
Who credited a flattering, falfe, defbii£tiye, treacherous 
Mufe. 
I aik'd the caufes why. He faid, 
*Twas never known a Mufe e'er ftaid 
When Fortune fled j for Fortune is a bawd 
To all the Nine that on Pamaffus dwell, 
Where thofe fo fam'd delightful fountains fwell 
Of poetry, which there does ever flow ; 

And where wit's lufty, fhining god 
Keeps his choice ieragiio. 
So whilft our fortune fmiles, our thoughts afpirC, 
Pleafure and fame *s our bufinefs, and defure. 
Then, too, if we find 
A promptnefs in the mind. 
The Mufe is always ready, always kind.* 
■ But if th* old harlot. Fortune, once denies 
Her favour, all our pleafure and rich fancy < 
And then th* young, flippery jilt, the Mufe, 
us flies. 

VIII. 
To the whole tale I gave attention due ; 
And as right fearch into myfelf I made, 
I found all he had faid 
Was very honcft, very true. 

D O'how 
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O how I hugg*d my welcome friend ! 
And much my Mufe I cQuld not difcommend ! 
For I ne'er liv'd jn Fortune's grace, 
She always turn'd her back, and fled from me apace, 
And never once vouchfaf *d to let me fee her face. 
Then, to confirm me more. 
He drew the veil of dotage from my eyes 
See here, my fon, .(faid he) the valued 
Thy fulfome Mufe behold, be happy, and 

I look'dy and faw the rampant, tawdry quean^ 

With a more horrid train 
Than ever yet to fatlre lent a tale, 

Or haunted Chloris in the malL 
The firft was he who .flunk of that rank verie 

In which he WTOte his Sodom Farce ; 
A wretch whom old difeafes did fo bite.. 

That he writ bawdry fure in fpite, 
To ruin. and difgrace it quite. 
Fhilofophers of old<did fo exprefs 
Their art, and lhcw*d it in their naftinefa. 

Next him appeared that blundering &t. 
Who a late Seflion of the Poets wrote. 
Mature has mark'd him for, a heavy fool ; 

By 's flat broad face you'll know the owL 
The other birds have hooted him from light ; 
Much buffeting has made him love the nighty 
>A.nd only in the dark he fbraysj 
.Still wretch enough to live, with worfe fools fpcndi 
his, days, 
Ajkd for old fhoes and fciaps repeats dull playi 

Then 
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Then next there followM, to make up the throng, 
^ Lord Lampoon and Monfieur Song, 

Who ibught her love, and promised for't 
To mak« her famous at the court. 
The City Poet too was there. 
In a black fatin cap and his own hair, 

And begg'd that he might have the honour 
To beget a pageant on her 
For the city's next lord-mayor* 
Her favours ihe to none deny'd : 
They took her all by turns afide. 
Till at the lafl up in the rear there came 
The Poets' fcandal, and the Mufes' fhame„ 
A bead of monftrous guife, and Libel was his na]ae< 
But let me paufe, for 'twill afk time to tell 
Hov^ he was born, how bred and where, and where he 
now does dwell. 

IX. 
He paus*d, and thus renew'd his tale. 
Down in an obfcure vale, 
'Midft.fogs and fens, whence mifts and vapours rife. 
Where never fun was feen by eyes, 
Under a defert wood, 
Which no man own'd, but all wild beafts were bred. 
And kept their horrid dens, by prey far forag'd fed^ \ 
An ill-pil'd cottage ftood, 
Built of men's bones (laughter'd in civil war» 
3y .magic art brought thither from afar. 

There liv*d a widowed witch, 

D * That 
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That U8*d to mumble curfes eve and mom) 

Like one whom wants and care had worn ; 
Meagre her looks, and funk her eyes. 
Yet mifchiefs ftudy*d, difcords did devife. 
Sh' appeared humble, but it was her pride : 
Slow in her fpeech, in iemblance fan<^ify'd. 
» Still when ihe fpoke (he meant another way ; 

And when fhe curs*d, ihe.feem*d to pray. 
Her hellifh charms had all a holy drefs, 

And bore the name of godlinefsy 
All hoc familiars (eem'd the fons of Peace. 

Honeft habits they all wore. 
In oiitwavd fhow moft lamb-like and divine t 
■> But inward of all vices t^ey had ftore, 

Greedy as volyes, and fenfual too as fvi'ine. 
Like her, the facred fcriptures they had all by heart. 
Moil eafily could quote, and turn to any part, 
Backward Hepeat it all, as witches their prayers do, 
^ And, for their turn, interpret backward too. 
Idolatry with ber was held impure, 
iBecaufe, befides herfelf, no idol ihe 'd endure. 

Though not to paint, fhe *d arts to change the face^ 
And alter it in heavenly fafhion. 
« Lewd whining ihe defined a mark of grace. 
And making ugly feces was mortification. • ^ 

Her late dead pander was of well-known fame^ 
' Old Preibyter Rebellion was his name : 
She a fwom foe to king, his peace, and laws, 
So will be ever, and was callM (blcfs us !) the good old 
' - caufe. 
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X. 

A time there was (a fad one too) 
When all things wore the face of woe. 
When many horrors rag'd in this our land. 
And a deftroying angel was fent down. 
To fcourge the pride of this rebellious town. 
He camey and o'er all Britain flretch'd his conquering 
hand: 
Till in th' untrodden fheets unwholfome grafs 

Grew of .great ftalk, its colour grofs, 
And melancholic poifonous green ; 
la'ikc thoie coarfe fickly weeds on an old dunghill feen. 
Where fome murrain -murther'd hog, 
Poifbn'd cat, or ftranglied dog. 
In rottennefs had long unbury'd laid. 

And the cold foil produ£live made. 
Birds of ill omen hover'd in the air, 
And by their cries bade us for graves prepare ; 
And, as our deftiny they feem'd t* unfold, 
;'Dropt dead of the fame fate they had foretold. 

• That dire commifiion ended, down there came 
. Another angel with a fword of flame : 

Defolation foon he made, 
And our new Sodom low in afhes laid.' 
Ditei£tions and diilrufls then did amongfl us rife. 
When, in her pious old difguife, 

• This witch with all her mifchief-making train 

Began to fhcw herfelf again. 
The ions of Old Rebellion ftraight (he fumminiH ^^ S ^ 
Straight they weie ready at her aB :. 

D 3 ^9M& 
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Once more th' old bait before their eyes (he caft. 
That and her love they long'd to tafte j 
. And to her luft (he drew them all at lalt. 

So Reuben (wc may read of heretofore) 
Was led attray, and had pollution with his father's whore. 
XI. 
The better to conceal her lewd intent 

In fafety from obferving eyes, 
Th' old ftrumpet did herfclf difguifc 
In comely weeds, and to the city went, 
Afie£led truth, much modefty and grace, 
And (tike a wom-out-fuburb-trull) paft there for a 
new face. 
Thither all her lovers flock*d. 
And there for her fupport fhe found 
A wight, of whom Fame's trumpet much does found 
With all ingredients for his bufinefs ftock'd. 
Not unlike him whofe ilory has a place 

In th^ annals of Sir Hudibras» 
« Of all her bufinefs he took care. 
And every knave or fool that to her did repair. 
Had by him admittance there. 
By his contrivance to her did refort. 
All who had been difguded at the court. 

Thofe whofe ambition had been croi 
Or by ill-manners had preferments loll. 
Were thofe on whom fhe pra6lis'd mod her cha 
Lay neareft to her heart, and ofteneft in her arms. 
Intereft in every faftion, every feft, fhe fought ; 
And to her lure^ flattering their hopcs^ fhe brc 
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All thofe who ufc religion for a faftiion. 
All fuch as praftife forms, and take great pains 

To make their godlinefs their gains. 
And thrive by the diftraflions of a nation, 
She by her art enfnar*d, and fetter'd in her chains. 
Through her the Atheift hop*d to purchafe toleration. 
The rebel power, the beggared' fpend-thrift lands, 
Out of the king's or bifhops' hands. 
Nay, to her fide at laft fhe drew in all^ the rude. 
Ungovernable, headlong multitude : 
Promised ftrange liberties, and furc redrefs 
Of never-felt, unheard-of grievances : 
Pamper'd their follies, and indulg*d their hopes. 
With May-day routs, November fquibs, andi burning 
paftcboard popes. 

XTI. 
With her in common luft did mingle all the crew,, 
Till at the laft fhe pregnant grew. 
And from her womb, in little time, brought forth 
This monftrous, moft detefted birth. 
Of children born with. teeth we *ve heard. 
And fome like comets with a beard ; 
Which feem*d to be fore-runners of dire change : 

But never hitherto was feen. 
Born from a Wapping drab, or Shoreditch quean,. 
A form like this, fo hideous and fo ftrange. 
' To help whofc motlier in her pains, there came 
Many a well-known dame. 
The bawd Hypocrify was theie, 
An^ madUm Impudence the fair: 

D 4 ^:;^r-t^ 
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Dame Scandal with her fquinting eyes» 
That loves to iet good neighbours at debate^ 
^nd raife commotions in a jealous ftatCy 
Was there, and Malice, queen of far-fpread lies^ 
With all their train of frauds and forgeries. 
But midwife Mutiny, that bufy drab, 

That 's always talking, always loud, . 
Was fhe that flrfl took up the babe. 
And of the office mod was proud. 
Behold its head of horrid form appears : 
To {pite the pillory, it had no ears. 
When ftraight the bawd cry'd out, 'twas furely kin 

To the bleft family of Pryn. 
But Scandal offer'd to depofe her word. 

Or oath, the father was a lord. 
The no(e was ugly, long. 
Broad, and fnouty like a ] 
Which ihew'd he would in dunghills love to dig ; 
Lov'd to call {linking fatires up in ill-pil'd rhymes. 
And live by the corruptions of unhappy times. 
XIII. 
They promis'd all by turns to take him. 

And a hopeful youth to make him* 
To nurfe he ftraight was fent 
To a fifter-witch, though of another fort. 
One who profeft no good, nor any meant : 
All day fhe pra6lis*d charms, by night fhe hardly fkpt, 
Yet in the outcafls of a northern fa£lious town, 
A little fmoaky manfion of her own, 
Wherf her familiars to her did refort, 
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A cell (he kept. 
Ihe ador'd, and Satan was her god ; 

And many an ugly loathibme toad 
Cia^rd round her walls, and croak'd* 
ider her loof all difroal, black, and fmoak'd, . 
Harbour'd beetles, and unwholfome bats^ 
Sprawling nefts of little cats ; 
1 which were imps ihe cheriih'd with her blood. 
To make her fpells fucceed and good. ' 
her (hrivePd breaiis they hung, whene'er man* 
kind ihe curil, 

with theie foiler-brethren was our monfter nuriL 
In little time the hell-bred brat 

Grew plump and fat. 
Without his leading-lhings could walk. 
And (as the forcerefs taught him) talk. 
At fevcn years old he went to fchool. 
Where firll he grew a foe to rule. 
Never would he learn as taught, 

I new ways affedbed, and new methods fought. 

Not that he wanted parts 
improve in letters, and proceed in arts| 
But, as negligent as ily, 

II perverfenefs brutiihly was full, 
nature idle) lov*d to ihift and lie. 

And was obitinately dull. 

ipite of Nature, through great pains, the fot 
1 th' influence of th' ill genius of our land) 
.ft in part began to undeilland. 

iniight in the Laim tongufi he got ; 
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Could {matter pretty well, and write too a plain hand. 
For which his guardians all thought filt. 
In compliment to his moft hopeful wit, 

He fhould be fent to learn the laws^ 
And out of the good old to raife a damn'd' new caufc. 
XIV. 
In which the better to hnprove his mind. 
As by Nature he was bent 
To fearch in hidden paths, and things long bury'd find, 

• A wretch's converfe much he did frequent : 
One who this world, as that did him, difbwn*d, 

* And in an unfrequented corner, where 
Nothing was pleafant, hardly healthful found. 

He led his hated life. 
' Needy, and ev'n of nccclTaries bare, 
•No feryant had he, children, friend, or wife : 
But of a little remnant, got by fraud, 
(For all ill turns he lov'd, all good detefled, and bc- 
lievM no God) 
• Thrice in a week he chang'd a hoarded groat, '^ 
With which of beggars fcraps he bought, v 
Then from a neighbouring fountain water got, J 
Not to be clean, but (lake his thirft. 
He never bleft himfelf, and all things elfe he curft. 
The cell in which he (though but feldom) flept, 
Lay like a den, uncteans'd, unfwept : 
And there thofe je\vels which he lov'd he kept 5 
Old worn-out ilatutcs, and records 
Of common privileges, and the rights of lords. 
But bound up by thnnfelvcs with care were laid 

All 
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All the zOis, relblves, and orders, made 
By the old long Rump-parliament, 
Through all the changes of its government 
From whkh with readinefs he could debate 
Concerning matters of the (late^ 
All down from goodly forty-one to horrid forty-eight. 
XV. 

His friendihip much our monfler fought 
By initin£);^ and by inclination too : 
So without much ado 
They were together brought. 
Ta him obedience Libel fwore, and by him was he 
taught 
He learnt of him all goodnefs to deteft ; 

To be afham'd of no difgrace ; 
In all things but obedience to be beafl ; 
To hide a coward*s. heart, and Ihew a hardy face. 
He taught him to call government a clog, 

But to bear beatings like a dog l 
T* have no religion, honefty, or fenfe, 
. But to profefs them all for a pretence. 

Fraught with thefe morals, he began 
To compleat him more for man : 
Diftinguifh'd to him in an hour 
'Twixt Icgiflative and judicial power ; 

, How to frame a commonwealth. 

And democracy, byftealth; 
To palliate it at firft, and cry 
'Twas but a well-mixt monarchy. 
And treafon/aittsfo^uHi 
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Into rebellion to divide the nadon. 
By fkir committees of affociation ; 

How by a lawful means to bring 
In ann$ againft himfelf the king. 
With a diftinguifliing old trick, 
t •Twixt peribns natural and politic ; 

How to make faithful fervants traitors 
Thorough-pac*d rebels legiflators. 
And at laft troopers adjutators. 
Thus well inform'd, and fumifh'd with enough 
Of fuch-like wordy, canting fluff, 
'- Our blade fet forth, and quickly grew 

A leader in a fa£Hous crew. 
Where-e*er he came, 'twas he firft filence broke. 
And fwell'd with every word he fpoke. 

By which becoming faucy grace. 
He gained authority and place : 
By many for preferments was thought fit. 
For talking treafon without fear or wit > 

For opening failings in the flate ; 
For loving noify and unfbund debate. 
And wearing of a myitical green ribband in his hat. 
XVI. 
Thus, like Alcides in his lion's ikin. 

He very dreadful grew. 
But, like that Hercules when Love crept in^ 
And th' hero to his diftaff drew, 
; His foes that foiufQ him faw he was but man : 
So when my faithlefs Clio by her fnare 
Had brought him tocher arms, and I furprizM him there^ 
At once to liate and fcom bxnv 1 \)t<guci \ 
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To fee how fooliflily Ihe'd drcft, 
And for diverflon trick*d the beaft. 
He was poetry n\\ o'er, 
On every fide, behind, before ? 
About him nothing could I fee 
But party-colour*d poetry. 
Painter's advices, litanies. 

Ballads, and all the fpurions exccfs 

Of ills that malice could devife, 

Oi; ever fwarm'd from a licentious prefs. 

Hung round about him like a fpell : 
And in his own hand too was writ. 
That worthy piece of modem wit, 
. The country's late appeal. 

But from fuch ills when will our wretched ftate 

.Be freed } and who ihall cruih this (erpent's head ? 

'Tis (aid we may in ancient legends read 
Of a huge dragon, fent by fate 
To lay a finful kingdom wade : 
k> through it all he rang'd, devouring as 

And each day with a virgin broke his 

Till wretched matrons curft their womb. 
So hardly was their lofs endur'd : 

The lovers all deipair'd, and fought their tombs 
In the fame nionfier^s jaws, and of their pains were cur'd. 

Till, like our moniler too, and with die iame 

Curft ends, to the metropolis he came : 
His cruelties renew'd again, 
And every d^y a maid wa^ (lain. 

The 
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The curie through every family had pafl. 

When to the iacrifice at lad 
Th' unhappy monarch's only child mull bow : 
A royal daughter needs muft fuflfer then^ a royal bioth 
now. 

XVII. 
On him this dragon Libel needs will prey ; 
On him has call 
His fordid venom, and prophan'd 
With ipurious verfe his fpotlefs fame. 
Which fhall for ever ihmd 
Unblemiih'd, and to ages laft. 
When all his foes lie buried in their fhame. 
£lfe tell me why (fome prophet that is wife) 
Heaven took fuch care 
To make him every thing that's raie. 
Dear to the heart, defirous to the eyes. 
Why do all good men blefs him as he goes > 

Why at his prefence ihrink his foes > 
Why do the brave all ftrive his honour to defend ? 
Why through the world is he didinguiih'd moft 
, By titles, vfhich but few can boafl, 

A mod jufl mailer, and a faithful friend ? 
One who never yet did wrong 
To high or low^ to old or young ? 
Of him what orphan can complain } 

Of him what widow make her moan? 
But fuch as wiih him here again, 
And mifs bis goodnefs now he *8 gone* 
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If this be (as I am fure 'tis) true ; 

Then pr'ythee, prophet, tell me too. 

Why lives he in the world's efleem, 

^ot one man*s foe ? and then why are not all men 

friends with him ? 

XVIII. 
Whene'er his life was fet at ftakc 
For his ungrateful country's fake, 
Vhat dangers or what labours did he ever (hun ? 
Or what wonders has not done? 
Watchful all night, and bufy all the day, 
(Spreading his fleet in fight of Holland's (hore) 
Zriumphantly ye faw his flags and flreamcrs play. 
Then did the Englifli lion roar, 
Whilft the Belgian couchant lay. 
Big with the thoughts of conquefl and renown^ 

Of Britain's lionour, and his own. 
To them he like a threatening comet fliin'd. 
Rough as the Tea, and furious as the wind ; 
But conHant as the flars that never move. 
Or as women would "have love. 
The trembling genius of their ftate 
Look'd out, and fh^it flurunk back his liead. 
To fee our daring banners fpread : 
Whilft in their harbours they -v 

Like batten'd monftcrs weltering lay ; i 
Ite winds, when ours th' ad kifs'd, fcom'd with their j 
flags to play ; J ' 

But drooping like their captains' hearts, 
Each pendent, every ftreamer, hung : 
The feamen feem'd t' have loi!i)iuei\x «xu \ 

Twat 
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Their ihips at anchor now, of which w* had heard them 

Doafiy 
With ill-furl'd fails and rattlings loofe, by every billow 
I toft, 

Lay like negle6led harps, untun'd, unftrung ; 
Till at the laft, provok'd with fliame, 
Forth from their dens the baited foxes came ; 
Foxes in council, and in fight too grave ; 

Seldom true, and now not brave ; 
They blufter*d out the day with fhew of fight. 
And ran away in the good-natur'd night. 
XIX. 
A bloody battle next was fought. 
And then in triumph home a welcome fleet he brought, ] 
With fpoils of viflory ^ind glory fraught. 
To him then every heart was open, down 

From the great man to the clown : 
In him rejoic'd, to him inclined ; 
And as his health round the glad board did pafs. 
Each honeft fellow cryM, Fill full my glafs j 

Anrf fhewM the fulinefs of his mind, 
Ko difcontentcd vermin of ill times 

Durft then affront him but in (how ; 
Nor libel dafh him with his dirty rhymes j 
Nor may he live in peace that does it now. 

And whofe heart would not wifh Co too, , 

That had but feen 
When his tumultuous mifled foes 
Againft him rofe. 

With 
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With what heroic grace 
Ue chofe the weight of wrong to undergo ? 
No tempeft on his brow, unaltered in his face, 
True witnefs of the innocence within. 
But;, when the mejQTengers did mandates bring 
For his retreat to foreign land, 
Since fent from the relenting hand 
Of ^he moft loving brother, kindeft king j 
If in his heart regret did rife. 
It never fcap'd his tongue or eyes ; 
With fteady virtue 'twas allay'd. 
And like a mighty conqueror he obeyed. 
XX. 
It was a dark and gloomy day, 
r Sad as the bufinefs, fullen too, 

As proud men, when in vain they woo, 
. Or foldicrs cheated of their pay. 
The Court, where pleafures us'd to flow, 
Became the fcene of mourning and of woe : 

Defblate was every room, ^ 

Where men for news and bufinefs us'd to come : 
Wjkh folded arms and down-caft eyes men walk'd 
J In corners, and with caution talkM. 

All things prepar'd, the hour drew near 
Wh^ he muft part : his laft fhort time was fpent^ 
In leaving bleflings on his children dear : 
To them with eager hafte and love he went ; 

The eldeft firft embrac'd, 
** As new-born day in beauty bright, 

But fad in mind as dcepeit night : 

E N4>cflX 
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What tendereft hearts could fay, bctvvixt them pall, 
Till grief too clofe upon them crept ; 
So fighiug he withdrew, (he turn'd away and wepu 
Much of the father in his brcaft did rife. 

When on the next he fix*d his eyes, 
A tender infant in the nurfc's arms. 

Full of kind play, and pretty charms ; 
And as to give the farewel kifs he near it drew. 
About his manly neck two little arms it threw ; 
Smil'd in his eyes, as if it begg'd his ftay, 

And look'd kind things it could not fay. 
XXI. 
But the great pomp of grief was yet to come. 
Th' appointed time \vas almoil paft. 
Til* impatient tides knocked at the fliorc, and bid himhafle 
To feek a foreign home j 
The fummons he rcfblv'd t* obey, 
Dii^aining of his fuflferings to complain, 

Though every ftep feem'd trod with pain t 
So forth he came, attended on his way 
By a fad lamenting throng. 
That bleft him, and about him hung> 
A wei^t his generous heart could hardly bear^ 

But for the comfort that was near. 
Hit beauteous Mate, the fountain of his jays^ 

That fed his foul with love j 
The cordial that can mortal pains remove, 
To which all worldly bleffingfe clfe are toys, 
I faw them ready for departure ftand ; 
ufi when appn>ach*d the Monarch of Our land, 
d took the charming Mouxx«i \i>j xicA Vvwvd •, 

1^ fSl.^\^^\ 
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T* exprefs all noblcft offices he ftrove. 
Of royal goodnefs, and a brother's love. 
Then down to the fhore fide, 
Where to convey them did two royal barges ride. 
With folemn pace they pafs'd, 
And there Co tenderly cmbrac'd. 
All grieved by fympathy to fee them part. 
And their kind pains touch'd each by-flandcr's heart* 
Then hand in hand the pity*d pair 
Tum*d round to face their fate ; 
She ev'n amidA afflidiions fair. 
He, though oppreft, ftiil great. 
Into th* expefting boat with halle they went. 
Where, as the troubled Fair-one to the fhore fbme wifhcs 
fent 

For that dear pledge fh'ad left behind. 
And as her pafTion grew too mighty for her mind, 
She of fome tears her eyes beguil'd. 
Which, as upon her cheek they lay. 
The happy hero kifs'd away, 
And, as fhe wept, blufh'd with difdain, andfmird. 
Straight forth they launch into thehigh-fwolnThames ; 
The well-ftruck oars lave up the yielding flreams. 
All fix*d their longing 6yc$, and wifhing Itood, 
Till they were got into the wider flood j 
Till lefTen'd out of fight, and feen no more, 
Then figh'd, aiid turn'd into the hated fhore. 
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PH-^DRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. 
TRANSLATED OUT OF OVID. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Thcfeus, the fon of -ffigeus, having (lain the Minotaur, 
promifed to Ariadne, the daughter of Minos and 
Pafiphae, for the afliftance which (he gave him, to 
carry her home with him, and make her his wife; 
^ fo together with her fifter Phaedra they went on board 
and failed to Chios, where being warned by Bacchus, 
he left Ariadne, and married her lifter Phaedra, who 
afterwards, in Thefeus her hufband*s abfence, fell in 
love with Hippolytus her fon-in-law, who had vow'd 
celibacy, and was a hunter ; wherefore, fincc Ihe could 
not conveniently otherwife, ihe chofe by this epiiUe 
to give him an account of her paffion. 

T F thou 'rt unkind, I ne*er fhall health enjoy, 
•*- Yet much I wilh to thee, my lovely boy : 
Read this, and reading how my foul is feiz'd, 
Rather than not, be with my ruin pleas'd : 
Thus fccrets fafe to fartheft fhorcs may move j 
By letters foes converfe, and learn to love. 
Thrice my fad tale, as I to tell it try'd. 
Upon my faultcring tongue abortive dy'd j 

Xong 
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^ng Shame prevailM, nor could be conquer*d quite, 

Jut what I blu(h*d to (peak, Love made me write. 

ris dangerous to refift the power of Love, 

"he gods obey him, and he *s king above ; 

[e cleared the doubts that did my mind confound, 

Lnd promisM me to bring thee hither bound : 

>h may he come, and in that breaft of thine 

ix a kind dart, and make it flame like mine ! 

'ct of my wedlock vows I '11 lofe no care, 

earch back through all my fame, thou *lt find it fair. 

ut Love long breeding to worft pain does turn ; 

utward unharmed, within, within I burn ! 

Ls the young bull or courier yet untam'd, 

/hen yok'd or bridled firft, are piqch'd and maim*d ; 

o my unpraftis'd heart in love can find 

\o reft, th* unwonted weight fo toils my mind : 

/hen young. Love's pangs by arts we may remove, 

ut in our riper years with rage we love, 

'o thee I yield then all my dear renown, 

Lnd pr*ythee let 's together be undone. 

/ho would not pluck the new-blown blulhing rofc, 

>r the ripe fruit that courts him as it grows ? 

ut if my virtue hitherto has gain'd 

.ftecm for fpotlefs, Ihall it now be ftain*d ? 

►h, in thy love I fhall no hazard run ; 

ris not a fin, but when 'tis coarfely done. 

Lnd now fliould Juno leave her Jove to me, 

'd quit that Jove, Hippolytus, for thee : 

elieve me too, with ftrange d»fires I change, 

^on^ft wild beads I long with thee to range. 

E 3 t% 
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To thy delights and Delia I iacline, 

Make her my goddefs tpo, becaufe fte 's diioe : 

I long to know the woods, to drive the deer. 

And o'er the mountain's top« my hounds to cheer^ 

Shaking my dart; then, the chafe ended, lye 

Stretch'd on the gcafs ; and would'ft not thou be by ? 

Oft in light chariots I with pleafure ride, 

And love myfelf the furious ileeds to guiek. 

Now like a Bacchanal more wild I fbray, 

Or old Cybele's priefts, as mad as they 

When under Ida's hill they offerings pay : 

Ev'n mad as thofe the deities of night 

And water. Fauns and Dryads, do affright. 

But fliU each little interval I gain, 

Eafily find 'tis love breeds all my pain. 

Sure on our race love like a fate does fall, 

And Venus will have tribute of us all, 

Jove lov'd Europa, whence my father came. 

And, to a bull transformed, en joy 'd the dame t 

She, like my mother, languilh'd to obtain. 

And fill*d her womb with fhame as well tas pain • 

The faithlefs Thefeus by my lifter's aid 

The monfter flew, and a fafe conqueft made : 

Now, in that family my right to fave, 

I am at laft on the fame terms a flave : 

'Twas fatal to my fitter and to me. 

She lov'd thy father, but my choice was thee. 

Let monuments of triumph then be fhowa 

For two unhappy nymphs by you undone. 

When 
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When firft our vows were to Eleufis paid, 
Would I had in a Cretan grave been laid j 
'Twas there thou didft a perfeft conqueft gain, 
Whilft love's fierce fever rag'd in every vein : 
White was thy robe, a garland deck'd thy head, 
A modeft blufti thy comely face o*erfpread, : 
That face, which may be terrible in arms. 
But graceful (eem'd to me, and full of charms : 
I love the man whoie fadiion's leaft his care, 
And hate my {ctl's coxcombs fine and fair ; 
For whilft thus plain thy carelefs locks let fly, 
Th* unpolifli'd form is beauty in my eye. 
If thou but ride, or (hake the trembling dart, 
I fix my eyes, and wonder at thy art : 
To fee thee poifc the javelin mpves delight,. 
And all thou doH is lovely in my fight : 
But to the woods thy cruelty refign, 
Nor treat it with {o poor a life as nnne. 
Mud cold Diana be ador'd alone, 
Muft flie have all thy vows, and Venus none f 
That pleafure palls, if 'tis cnjoy'd too long ; 
Love makes the weary firm, the feeble ftrong. 
For Cynthia's fake unbend and eafe thy bow,, 
Eife to thy arm *twill weak and ufelefs grow. 
Famous was Cephalus in wood and plain, 
An4i by him many a boar and pard was flain,. 
Yet to Aurora's love he did incline. 
Who wifely left old age for youth like thine* 
Under the fpreading (hades her amorous boy. 
The fair Adonis, Venus could enjoy j 
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Atalanta*s love tooMeleager fought, 

And to her tribute paid of all he caught : 

Be thou and I next the bleft fylvan pair ; ' 

Where Love 's a ftranger, woods but deferts are. 

With tKee, through dangerous ways unknown before^ 

I *11 rove, and fearlefs face the dreadful boar. 

Between two feas a little ifthmus lies, 

Wherfc on each fide the beating billows rile, 

There in Trazena I thy love will meet, 

More bleft and pleas *d than in my native Crete. 

As we could wifh, old Thefeus is away 

At Theflaly, where always let him ftay 

With his Perithoiis, whom well I fee 

Preferr'd above Hippolytus or me. 

Nor has he only thus expreft his hate ; 

We both have fuffer'd wrongs of mighty^weight : 

My brother firft he cruelly did flay, 

Then from my fifter falfely ran away, 

And left expos'd to every beaft a prey : 

A warlike queen to thee thy being gave, 

A mother worthy of a fon fo brave, . 

From cruel Thefeus yet her death did find, ^ 

Nor, though fhe gave him thee, could make him kind. 

Unwedded too he murder'd her in fpight, 

To baftardize, and rob thee of thy right : 

And if, to wrong thee more, two fons I've brought, 

•Relieve it his, and none of Phaedra's fault: 

Rather, thou faireft thing the earth contains, 

I wilh at firil I'd dy'd of mother's pains. 

How. 
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PHJEDRA TO HIPPOLYTUS. J? 
low caaft thou rev'rence then thy father's bed, 
''rom which himiclf Co abje6lly is fled ? 
The thought affrights not me, but me inflames { 
Mother and fon are notions, very names 
)f worn-out piety, in fafhion then 
Vhen old dull Saturn rul'd the race of men ; 
tut braver Jove taught pleafure was no fin, 
Ind with his fiAer did himfelf begin. 
Jeamefs of blood and kindred beft we prove, 
Vhen we exprefs it in the clofeft love. 
Tor need we fear our fault fhould be rcveal'd ; 
Twill under near relation be conceal'd, 
knd all who hear our loves, with praife Ihall crown 
I mother's kindnefs to a grateful fon. 
lo need at midnight in the dark to flray, 
r* unlock the gates, and cry, My love, thi« way ! 
J6 bufy fpies our pleafures to betray, 
Ust in one houfe, as heretofore, we '11 live j 
n public, kiffes take ; in public, give : 
liough in my bed thou *rt feen, 'twill gain applaufd 
fbm all, whilfl none have fcnfe to guefs the caufe : 
^ly make hafle, and let this league be fign'd ; 
may my tyrant Love to thee be kind. 
or this I am an humble fuppiiant grown ; 
ow where are all my boafts of greatnefs gone ? 
fwore I ne'er would yield, refolv'd to fight, 
eceiv'd by Love, that 's feldom in the right 5 
ow on my own I crawl, to clafp thy knees j 
^t 's decentaio true lover cares or fees : 

Shame, 
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Shame, like a beaten foldier, leaves the place. 
But beauty's blufhcs i^ill are in my face. 
Forgive this fond confeilion which I make. 
And then ferae pity on my fufferings take. 
What though 'midft feas my fadier's empire lies ; 
Though my great grandfire thunder from the Ikies y 
What though my father's fire in beams dreft gay 
Drives round the burning chariot of the day; 
Their honour all in me to Love 's a flave. 
Then, though thou wilt not me, their honour favc. 
Jove*s famous ifland, Crete, in dower I '11 brings 
And there Ihail my Hippolytus be king ; 
For Venus* fake then hear and grant my prayer, 
So may 'ft thou never love a fcornful fair; 
In fields fo may Diana grace thee ftill, 
And every wood afford thee game to kill ; 
So may the Mountain Gods and Satyrs all 
Be kind, fo may the boar before thee fall j 
So may the Water-nymphs in heat of day. 
Though thou their fex defpifc, thy tliirft allay. 
Millions of tears to thefe my prayers I join, 
Which as thou read 'ft with thofe dear eyes of thine. 
Think that thou fce'ft the ftreams that flow from mine. 
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EPISTLE 
TO MR. DUKE.* 

MY much-lov*d friend, when thou art from my cyes^ 
How do I ioadi the day, and light defpife ! 
Night, kinder night, *8 the much more welcome gueft^ 
For though tc bring fmail eafe, k hides at kail ; 
Or if e'er (lumbers and my eyes agree, 
^is when they 're crown'd with pleaiing dreams of thee» 
Laft night methought (heaven make the n£xc as kind !) 
Free as firft innocence, and unconfin'd 
As our firft parents in their Eden were^ 
Ere yet condemned to eat their bread with care ; 
We two together wandered through a grove, 
'Twas green Jseneath us, and all (hade above. 
Mild as our friend(hip, fpringing as our love ; 
Hundreds of chearful birds fiird every tree. 
And fung their joyful fongs of liberty ; 
While through the gladfome choirwell pleas'd wewalk'd^ 
And of our prefent valued (late thus talked : 

How happy are we in this fweet retreat ? 
Thus humbly bledy who 'd labour to be great ? 
Who for preferments at a court would wait, 
Where every gudgeon 's nibbling at the bait } 
What fi(h of ien(e would on that (hallow lie, 
Amongd the little darving wriggling fry, 
That throng and crowd each other for a tade 
Of the deceitful, painted, poifon'd pafte ; 

* Sec the Anfwcr, ia>< Duke's Poems." 
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When the wide river he behind him fees. 
Where he may launch to liberty and eafe > 
No cares or bufinefs here difturb our hours. 
While, underneath thefe fhady peaceful bowers^ 
In cool delight and innocence we fh^y, 
And midft a thoufand pleafures wafle the day ; 
Spmetimes upon a river*s bank we lie. 
Where Ikimming (wallows o*er the furface fly, 
Jufl as tlie fun, declining with his beams, 
KifTcs and gently warms the gliding dreams ; 
Alnidft whofe current riling fifties play, 
And roll in wanton liberty away. 
Perhaps hard by there grows a little bufli, 
■ On which the linnet, nightingale, and thrufti, 
Nightly their folemn orgies meeting keep, 
And fing their vefpcrs ere they go to fleep : 
There we two lie, between us may be 's fpread 
Some books, few underftand, though many read. 
Sometimes we Virgil's facred leaves turn o'er. 
Still wondering, and ftill finding caufe for more. 
How Juno*8 rage did good ^neas vex. 
Then how he had revenge upon her fex 
In Dido's (late, whom bi^vely he enjoyM, 
And quitted her as bravely too when cloy'd j 
He knew the fatal danger of her charms. 
And fcorn'd to melt his virtue in her arms. 
Next Nifus and Euryalus we admire, 
Their gentle fricndftiip, and their martial fire; 
We praife their valour, 'caufe yet matched by none. 
And love their friendftiipy fo much like our own. 
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But when to give our minds a feaft indeed, 

Horace, bed known and lov*d by thee, we read. 

Who can our tranfports, or our longings tell, 

To tafte of pleafures, prais'd by him fo well ? 

With thoughts of love and wine by him we 're fir'd. 

Two things in fweet retirement much deiir'd : 

A generous bottle and a loveibme fhe. 

Are th* only joys in nature next to thee : 

To which retiring quietly at night. 

If (as that only can) to add delight, 

When to our little cottage we repair, 

We find a friend or two, we 'd wifli for there. 

Dear Beverley, kind as parting lovers tears, 

Adderly, honeft as the fword he wears, 

Wilfon, profelfing friendlhip yet a friend. 

Or Short, beyond what numbers can commend. 

Finch, full of kindnefs, generous as his blood, 

Watchful to do, to modeft merit, good ; 

Who have forfook the vile tumultuous town. 

And for a tafte of life to us come down ; 

With eager arms, how clofely we embrace ! 

What joys in every heart, and every face ! 

The moderate table 's quickly cover*d o'er, 

V^ith choiceft meats at leaft, though not with ftore : 

Of bottles next fucceeds a goodly train, ' 

Full of what chears the heart, and fires the brain : 

Each waited on by a bright virgin glafs. 

Clean, found, and ihining like its drinker's lafs* 

Then down we fit, while every genius tries 

T' improve, till he dcfcrvcs his facrificr: 
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Ko faucy hour prefumes to flint delight. 

We laugh, love, drink, and when that 's done 'tis nigfati 

Well warm'd and pleas'd, as we think fit we *ll.part, 

Each takes th' obedient treafure of his heart. 

And leads her willing to his filent bed. 

Where no vexatious cares come near his head. 

But every fenfc with perfe£^ pleafure *t fed j 

Till in full joy diffolv'd, each falls adeep 

With twining limbs, that flill love's pofture keep { 

At dawn of morning to renew delight. 

So quiet craving Love, till the next night ; 

Then we the drowfy cells of deep forfake. 

And to our books our earlicft vifit make j 

Or elfe our thoughts to their attendance call. 

And there, mcthinks. Fancy fits queen of all } 

While the poor under-faculties refort, 

And to her fickle roajefty make coiut { 

The underftanding firft comes plainly clad. 

But ufefuUy ; no entrance to be had. 

Next comes the will, that bully of the mind. 

Follies wait on him in a troop behind ; 

He meets reception from the antic queen. 

Who thinks htr majefiy 's mod honoured, when 

Attended by thoie fine-dreft gentlemen. 

Reafon, the honeft counfellor, this knows. 

And into court with refolute virtue goes } 

Lets Fancy fee her loofe irregular fway, 

Then how the flattering follies fneak away ? 

This image, when it came, too fiercely fhook 

J^Jjr hisiin, which its ibft quiet ifaraighc forfook ; 

I Whctt 
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VVTien waking as I caft my eyes around, 
Nothing but old lodth*d vanities I found j 
Mo grove, no fireedom, and, what 's worfc to me, 
y© friend ; for I have none compared with thee. 
Soon then tny thoughts with their old tyrant Cane 
Were feiz'd ; which to divert, I fram'd diis prayer : 

Gods ! life 's your gift, then feafon 't with fuch fatc> 
That what ye meant a blelfing prove no weight. 
Let me to die remoteft part be whirled, 
3f this your play-thing made in hafle, the world j 
But grant me quiet, liberty, and peace, 
By day what *s needful, and at night foft eafe ; 
The friend I truft in, and the Ihe I love, 
Then fix mc ; and if e'er I wiQi remove, 
Make me as great (that *s wretched) as ye can, 
Set me in power, the wocfuU'ft ftate of man^ 
To be by fools mifled, to knaves a prey. 
But makfi life what I aik, or take 't away. 



TO MR. CREECH, 

UPON HIS 

TRANSLATION OF LUCRETIUS. 

SIR, when your book the firft time came abroad, 
I muH confefs I flood amaz'd and aw'd ; 
For, as to fome good-nature I pretend, 
I fitar'd to read, left I ihould not commendt 
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Lucretius cnglifh'd ! 'twas a work might ihake 

The power of Englifh vcrfe to undertake. 

Thi$ all men thought ; but you are boniy we find, 

T* out-do the expectations of mankind } 

Since you *ve fo well the noble tafk pcrform*d. 

Envy *s appeased, and prejudice difarm'd : 

for when the rich original we perufe, 

And by it try the metal you produce, 

Though there indeed the pureft ore we find. 

Yet ^ill in you it fomething feems refin'd : 

Thus when the great Lucretius gives a looie. 

And laf^es to her fpeed his fiery Mufe j 

Still with him you maintain an equal pace. 

And bear full ftretch upon him all the race j 

But whep in rugged way we find him rein 

His verfe, and not fo fmooth a ftroke maintain ; 

There the advantage he receives is found, 

By you taught temper, and to chufe his ground. 

Next, his philofophy you 've fo expreft 

In genuine terms, fo plain, yet nearly drcft, 

Thofe murderers that now mingle it all day 

In fchools, may learn from you the eafy way 

To let us know what they would mean and fay : 

If Ariftotle's friends will fhew the grace 

To wave for once their ftatutc in that cafe. 

Go on then. Sir, and fince you could afpire. 

And reach this height, s^im yet at laurels higher : ^ 

Secure great injur'd Maro from the wrong 

He unredeemed has laboured with fo long 

• In. 
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t^ Holbourn iliyme, and, kft the book (hould fail/ 
Ezpos'd with pidhires to promote the fale : 
So tapfters fet out Agns, for muddy ale. 
You *re only able to tetrieve his doom, 
And make him here as fam'd as once at Rome : 
For fure, when Julius firft this iile fubdued^ 
Your anceftors then mixt with Roman blood ; 
Some near ^ly*d to that whence Ovid came, 
Virgil and Horace, thofe three fons of Fame ; 
Since to their memory it is fo true, 
And Ihews their poetry fo much in you. 
Go on in pity to this' wretched i(k, 
Which ignorant poetafters do defile 
With loufy madrigals for lyric verfe ; 
Inftead of comedy with nally farce. 
Would Plautus, Terence e'er, have been fo lewd 
T* have dreft Jack-pudding up to catch the crowd ? 
Or Sophocles five tedious afis have made, . 
To flicw a whining fool in love betray'd 
By fome falfe friend or flippery chambermaid. 
Then, ere he hangs himfelf, bemoans his fall 
In a dull fpeech, and that fine language call ? '' 

No, fince we live in fuch a fulfome age, 
"U^n.nonfenfe loads the prefs, and choaks the (lager 
When blockheads will claim wit in nature's fpight, 
And every dunce, that flarves^ prefumes to write. 
Exert yourfelf, defend the Mufe's caufe, 
Ftoclaim their right, and to maintain their laws' 
Make the dead ancients fpeak the Britifh tdngiie'; 
That (b each chattering daw,^ who' aims at fong» 

F ^»^ 



1 



«6 OTWAY'S POEMS/ 

In his own mother-tongue may humbly read 
What engines yet are wanting in his head 
Tp make him equal to the mighty dead, 
For of all Nature's works wt moft ihould (com 
The thing who thinks hhnfelf a poet bom. 
Unbred, unuught, he rhymes, yet hardly fpelW> 
iVnd fenfekfsly, as fquirrels jangle bells. 
S|uch things, Sir, here abound ; may therefore ye 
Be ever to your friends, the Mufcs, true ! 
May our defefts be by your powers fupplyM> 
Till, as our envy now, you grow our pride ; 
Till by your pen reftor*d, in triumph borne,, 
The majefty of poetry return I 



:r P I L O G U E^ 

SPOKEN UPON 

His Royal Highnefs the DUKE of YO 
iComing to the Theatre, Friday> April 21, 16 

WHEN too much plenty, hixury, and eafe, 
Had furfeited this ifte to a difeale ; 
Whdn noifome blains did its beft parts o'eripread 
And on the reft their dire infeftion fhed ; 
Our great Phyfician, who the nature knew 
Of the diftemper, and from whence it grew, 
Fix'dj for three kingdoms* quiet, Sir, on you ? 
He caft h^ fearching eyes o'er all the frame, 
AndAui'ioQ y/htntt bcforo t)&e ficknefs i 



19 luty a* 

bred, '] 
lead? J 



EPILOGUE. e? 

[ow once before our mifchicfs foftcr'd were, 
.new well your virtue, and apply*d you there : 
^cre fo your goodnefs, (b your juftice fway'd, 
'ou but appeared, and the wild plague was ftay'd. 

When, from the filthy dunghill-faftion bred, 
lew.form'd rebellion durft rear up its head, 
knfwer me all : Who ftruck the monftcr dead ? 

See, fee, the injur'd prince, and blcfs his name, 
liink on the martyr from whofe loins he came ; 
iliink on the blood was flied for you before, 
^nd curfc the parricides that thirft for more. 
lis foes are yours, then of their wiles beware : 
^y, lay him in your hearts, and guard him there^ 
Vhere let his wrongs your zeal for him improt'c ; 
le'wears a fword will juftify your love. 
Vith blood ftill ready for your good t* expend, 
Ind has a heart that ne*er forgot bis friend. 

His duteous loyalty before you lay, 
Vnd learn of him, unmurmuring to obey, 
r^ink what he *as borne, your quiet to reftorc ; 
lepent your madnefs, and rebel no more. 

No more let Boutefeus hope ro lead petitions^ 
»crivenQ|rs to be treafurers ; pedlars, politicians ; 
Jor every fool, whofe wife has tript at court, , 

4uck up a fpirit, and turn rebel for *t. 

In lands where cuckolds multiply like ours, 
Vhat prince" can be too jealous of their powers, 

)r can too often think himfelf alarm'd ? 

rhcy 're mal- contents that every where go armM : 

F 2 ' AU 
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And when the homed herd *s together got, • 
Nothing portends a common-wealth like that. 

Caft, caft your idols off, your gods of wood. 
Ere yet Philiftincs fatten with your blood : 
Renounce your pricfts of Baal with amen faces. 
Your Wapping feafts, and your Mile-end high pla 

Nail all your medals on the gallows poft. 
In recompence th' original was loft : 
At thefe, illuilrious repentance pay, 
in his kind hands your humble offerings lay: 
Let royal pardon be by him implorM, 
Th' atoning brother of your anger'd lord : 
He only brings a medicine fit t' affuage 
A people's folly, and couz'd monarch's rage. 
An mfant prince, yet labouring in the womb, 
Fated with wondrous happinefs to come. 
He goes to fetch the mighty bleffings home : 
Send all your wifhes with him, let the air 
With gentle breezes waft' it fafely there. 
The fcas, like what they *11 carry, calm and fair : 
Let the illuftrious mother touch our land 
Mildly, as hereafter may her ion command ; 
While our glad monarch welcomes her to (horCg^ 
With kind affurance (he ihali part no more. 

Be the majeftic babe- then ihiiiing bom. 
And all good figns of fate his birth adorn. 
So live and grow, a conflant pledge to (land 
Of Cxiar's loye to an obedient land* 
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S P QKEN TO 

HER ROYAL HIGHNESS, 

ON HER 

RETURN FROM SCOTLAND^ 

IN THE YEAR 1682. 

ALL you, who this day's jubilee attend. 
And every loyal Mu(e*s loyal friend. 
That come to treat your longing wifhes here, • 
Turn your defiring eyes, and feaft them there. 
Thus fiaUing on your knees with me implore, -' J 
May this poor land ne'er iofe diat preience mbre ! 
But if there any in this circle he. 
That come fo curft to envy what they fee. 
From the vain fool that would be great too ibon^ 
To the dull knave that writ the lall lampoon ! 
Let fuch, as vi£^ims to that beauty's fame. 
Hang their vile blafted heads, and die with lhame»- 
Our mighty blefiing is at laft returned,. 
The joy arrived for which fo long we mourned : 
From whom our prefent peace we expe6k encreasM,. 
And all our futune generations bled.. 
Time, have a care t bring fafe the hour of joy, 
When fome bleft tongue proclaims a royal boy :• 
And when *tis bom, kt nature's hand be ftrong ; 
Bkis him with days of ftrength, and make them long,- 
F3 '^^ 
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Till charg'd with honours we behold him (land, ^ 

Three kingdoms banners waiting his command, | 

His father's conquering fword within his hand : J 

•iThen th* Englifli lions in the air advance, >"] 
And with them roaring mufic to the dance. 

Cany a Quo Warranto into France. J 



PROLOGUE 

TOMRS.BEH N'S. 

CITY HEIRESS, 1681. 

How vain have proved the labours of the Aage, 
In ftriving'to reclaim a vicious age I 
Poets may write, the mifchief to impeach % 1 

You care as little what the poets teach, > 

As ypu regard at church what parfons preach. J 

But where fuch follies and (uch vices reign^ 
What honeft pen has patience to refrain ? , 
Atxhurch, in pews, 1^ moft devoutly ihore. 
And here, got dully drunk, ye >come to roar^ 
Ye go to church, to glout and ogle there, 
Aod come to meet more Lewd convenient here z 
With equal zeal ye honour either places 
And run fo very .evenly your race, 
V' improve in wit juft as ye do in grace. 
It muft be fo ; fome daemon has polTeft 
^QurliLnd^ and we have never fmce been bleiL 

Y'htTi 
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e leen it all, and heard of its renown^ 
rend fhape it ftalk'd about the town« 
men tall attending on its frown, 
nesy with humble note and* zealous lore. 
Id play the apoftolic fun£bion o'er : 
wen have mercy on us when it fwore ! 
'cr it fwore, to prove the oaths were true, 
its mouth at random halters flew 
fbme imwary neck, by magic thrown, 
h iiill the cunning devil iav'd its own : 
en th* enchantment could no longer laft, 
btle Pug, moft dextrouily uncafl, 
'ful form for one more fceming piousj 
a moment vary'd to defy us ^ 
Iken do6lor, home-fpun Ananias : 
t lewd court, and did in city fix, 
ftill by its old arts it .plays new tricks. 
Is the heads of fools with politicks, 
aemon lately drew in many a gueft, 
t >vith zealous guinea for — no feaft, 
but the mod incorrigible fops, 
:r doom'd in difinal cells, t:all*d ihops, 
;at and damn . thcmfelvcs to get their livings, 
lay fweet money out in Iham thankfgiving* I 
)lots you -may have paid for o'er and o'er i 
lo e'er paid for a iham treat befo^pe? 
m not better fent your offerings all 
to us, than Sequeftrators* Hall ? 
; your ftewird, juftice had been done yc $ 
i have «ntertain*d you worth your money* 

F4 THU 
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THE SIXTEENTH ODB 

O F T H E 

^ SECOND BOOK OF HORACE.^ 

TN ftorms when clouds the moon do hidc^ 
•* And no kind ftars the pilot guide. 
Shew me at fca the boldeft there. 
Who does not wifli for quiet here. 
For quiet, friend, the foldier fights. 
Bears weary marches, fleeplefs nights » 
For this feeds hard, and lodges cold ; 
Which can't be bought with hills of gold* 
Since wealth and power too weak we find, 
• To quell the tumults of the mind ; ' ' 

Or from the monarch's robfs of ftate 
Drive thence the cares that round him wait ; 
Happy the man with little bleft. 
Of what his father left poffcfk ; ' ' 

No bafe defires corrupt his head. 
No fears diflurb him in his bed. 
What then in life, which foon muft end. 
Can all our vain defigns intend ? 
From (hore to fhonr why fhould we run. 
When none his tirefome fclf can fhun ? 
For baneful care will flill prevail. 
And overtake us- under fail, 

*TwiU 
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'Twill dodge die great man's train behind^ 
Out-run the roe, out-fly the wind. 
If then thy foul rejoice to-day. 
Drive far to-morrow's cares away. 
In laughter let them all be drown*d : 
No pcrfeft good is to be found. 
One mortal feels Fate's fudden blow,. 
Another's lingering deadi comes flow ;- 
And what of life they take from thee. 
The gods may give to pimifli me. 
Thy portion is a wealdiy ftock, 
A fertile glebe, a fruitful flock, 
Horfes and chariots for thy eafe, 
Rich robes to deck and make thee pleafe.. 
For me, a little cell I chufe, 
Fit for my mind, fit for my Mufc, 
Which foft content does beft adorn. 
Shunning the knaves, and fools I fcom« 



THE COMPLAINT: 

A SONG. 

To a Scotch tune. 

Y LOVE, I doat, I rave with pain, » 

•■• No quiet 's in my mind,. 
Though ne'er could be a happier fwaift^ 
Were Sylvia lefs unkind. 
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For when^ as long her chains I 've worn^ 

I aik relief from fmart. 
She only gives me looks of fcom 5 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

My rivals, rich in worldly (lore. 

May offer heaps of gold. 
But furely I a heaven adore. 

Too precious to be fold j 
Can Sylvia fuch a coxcomb prize. 

For wealth, and not defert j 
And my poor fighs and tears defpile? 

Alas, 'twill break my heart I 

When, like Tome panting, hovering dove, 

I for my blifs contend, 
JVnd plead the caufe of eager love. 

She coldly calls me friend. 
Ah, Sylvia ! thus in vain you ftrivc 

To a6l a healer's part, 
'TwdU keep but lingering pain alive, 
" Alas ! and break my heart. 

When, on my lonely, penfive bed 

I lay me down to reft. 
In hope to calm my raging head. 

And cool my burning bread. 
' Her cruelty all eafe denies ; 

With fome fad dream I ftart, 
JVll drown'd ia tears I find my eycs^ 

And breaking feel my heart* 
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Then rifing, through the path I rove 

That leads me where fhe dwells^ 
Where to die fenfelefs waves my love 

Its onournful ftory tells : 
With (ighs I dew and kifs the door. 

Till morning hids depart; 
Then vent ten thou&nd fighs and morcj 

Alas ! 'twill break my heart ! 

But, Sylvia, When tills conqueft^s won. 

And I am dead and cold, 
Renounce 'the cruel deed you 've done^ 

Nor glory when 'tis told j 
For every lovely generous maid 

W?ll take my injur'd part, 
Al)fl curfe thee, Sylvia, I '*m afraid, 

For breafliing my poor heart. 



PROLOGUE 

TO N. L E E'S 
CONSTANTINE THE GREAT. 

"kTTH AT think ye meant wife Pjx)vxdence,>^hen firft 
^^ Poets were made ? I'd tell you, if I durft. 
That 'twas inxontiadifUon to heaven's word, 
That when its fpirit o'er the waters ftirr'd, 
^tWhen it &w all, and (aid that all was ^ood^ 
The creajture Poet was not underftood; 
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For, were it worth the pains of fix long days, 1 

To mould retailers of dull third -day plays, ! 

That ftarve out threefcore years in hopes of bays F J 
*Tis plain they ne'er were of the firft creation,^ 
But came by meer equivocal generation r 
Like rats in fhips, without coition bred. 
As hated too as they are, and unfed. 
Nature their fpecies Aire muft needs di(bwn. 
Scarce knowing Poets, lefs by Poets known. 
Yet this poor thing, fa feorn'd and (et at nought,. 
Ye all pretend to, and would fain be thought. 
Difabled wailing Whore-mafters are not 
Prouder to own the brats they never got, 
Than fumbling, itching rhymers of the town 
T* adopt fbme bafe-bom fong that's not their ownv- 
Spite of his ftate, my Lord fometimcs defcends^i 
To pleafe the importunity of friends* 
The dulleft he, thought moft for buflnefs fit. 
Will veoiure hi^ bought place to aim ^t wit^f 
And though he finks with his employs of ftate^ 
Till common fenfe forfake him, he *ll tranflate. 
The Poet and, the Whore alijte cpijiplains 
Of trading quality, that fpoil their gains ; 
The lords will write, and ladies will have (wains! 
Therefore all yun who have male iffue bom. 
Under the ftarving fign of Capricorn, 
Prevent the malice of their ftars in time. 
And warn tliem early from the fin of rhjrme: 
Tell them how Spenfer ftarv'd, how Cowley moimi'd,^ 
How Butler's faidi and fcrvicc was fchttn'd f 
^*"'' And 
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Atd if fuch warning they refufe to take, 
This laft experiment, O parents, made ! 
With hands behind them fee th* offender ty*d. 
The parifh whip and beadle by his fide j 
Then lead him to fome flail that does expofe 
The authors he loves moft ; there nib his nofe. 
Till, like a fpaniel lafh'd to know command, 
He by the due corre£tion underlland, 
To keep his brain clean, and not foul the land ; 
Till he againft his nature learn to ftrive. 
And get the knack of dulnefs how to thrive. 
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THE BEGIIJNING OF 

A PASTORAL 

ON THE 

DEATH OF HIS LATE MAJESTY, 

TTTHAT horror's this that dwells upon the plain, 
^^ And thusdifturbs the fliepherds' peaceful reign?.. 
A difmal found breaks through the yielding air, 
Forewarning us {bmc dreadful florm is near. 
The bleating flocks in wild confufion ftray, ■% 

The early larks forfake their wandering way, > 

And ceafe to welcome-in the new-bom day. J 

Each nymph poffeil with a di{lra6l:ed fear, . 
DiibrderM hangs her loofe diihevel'd hair, 

Difcafcar 
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Difeafes with her (bong convulfions reign. 
And deities, not known before to pain, 
Aic now yith apople6tic ieizures flain : 
Hence flow our forrows, hence increafe our fears, 
Each humble plant does drop her filver tear»* 
Ye tender^lambs, ftray not fo fail away, 
TcTweep and mourn let us together ftay : 
0'<r all the univerfe let it be (pread, 
Tl^^t now the Ihepherd of the flock is dead, 
The royal Pan, tliat fliepherd of the flieep. 
He, who tq leave his flock did dying weep. 
Is gone, ah gone ! ne'er to return from Death' 
eternal fleep ! 



1 



■) 



Begin, Damcla, let thy numbers fly 
Aloftvwherjt the foft milky way does Jae ; 
Mopfus, who Daphnis to the ftars did (ing. 
Shall join with you, and thitlicr waft our king. 
Play gently on your reeds a mournful ftrain, 
And tell in notes, through all th* Arcadian plain. 
The royal Pan, the fliepherd of the flieep. 
He, who to leave his flock did dying weep, 
1% gone, ah gone ! ne*er to return from Death' 
eternal flecpw 
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B Y 
MR. DUKE. 

THE REVIEW* 

** Longa eft injuria, longae 
** Ambages; fed fumma fequar faftigia rcrum.** VlRG» 

TT OW have we wander*d a long difmal night, 
"*• -■■ Led through blind paths by each deluding light ! 
Now plung'd in mire, now by (harp brambles torn. 
With tempefts beat, and to the winds a fcorn ! 
Loft, weary'd, fpent ! but fee the Eaftcm ftar 
And glimmering light dawns kindly from afar : 
Bright goddefs, hail ! while we by thee furvey 
The various errors of our painful way ; 
While, guided by fomc clew of heavenly thread. 
The labyirinth perplexM we backvyrard tread, 
Through rulers* avarice, pride, ambition, hate, 
Pervcrfe cabals, and winding turns of ftate, 
« G Z TV'S; 
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The (enate's rage, and all the crooked lines 
Of incoherent plots and wild deligns j 
Tilli getting out where firft^^e enter'd in, 
A new bright race of glory we begin. 

As, after Winter, Spring's glad face appears. 
As the i>left Ihore to fhip-wreck*d mariners, 
Succefs to lovers, glory to the brave. 
Health to the fick, or freedom to the flavc ; 
Such was great Caefar's day ! the wondrous day. 
That long in Fate's dark bofom hatching lay, 
Heaven to abfolve, and fatisfe£tion bring. 
For twenty years of mifery and fin ! 
What (houts, what triumph, what unruly joy, 
Sweir^ every bread, did every tongue employ^ 
With rays dire6l, whilft on his people fhone 
The King triumphant from the martyr's throne ? 
Was ever prince like him to mortals given ? 
So much the joy of earth and care of heaven ! 
Under the preiTure of unequal fate, 
Of. fo ereft a mind, and foul fo great ! 
So full of meeknefs, and fo void of pride, 
Wheii borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide f 
Mercy, like heaven, 's his chief prerogative. 
His joy to fave, and glory to forgive. 
All ftorms compos 'd, and tempefts rage afleep. 
He, Halcyon like, fat brooding o'er the deep. 
He law the royal bark lecurely ride. 
No danger threatening from the peaceful tide ; 
And he who, when the winds and (eas were high, 
Oppos'd his ikill, and did their rage defy^ 
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1^ diminution to his honour diought, 
T* enjoy the pleafure of the calm he brou^t. 
(Should he alone be fo the people's flave 
As not to Ihare the bleffings that he gave ?) 
But not till, full of providential care, 
He chofe a pilot in his place to fleer : 
One in his father's councils and his own 
Long exerck'd, and grey in bufinefs grown 2 
Whofe confirmed judgment and fagacious wit 
Knew all the fands on which ra(h monarchs fplit ; 
Of rifing winds could, ere they blew, inform. 
And from which quarter to expe£t the dorm. 
Such was, or fuch he feem*d, whom Caefar chofe^ 
And did all empire's cares in him repofe; 
That, after, ail his toils and dangers paft. 
He might lie down and tafte fome eafe at laft. 

Now ftands the ftatefman of the helm pojQTeft, 
On him alone three mighty nations reft ; 
♦ Byrfa his name, bred at the wrangling bar. 
And Ikili'd in arms of that litigious war; 
But ipore to Wit's peaceful ler arts inclin'd. 
Learning's Maecenas, and the Mufes' friend ; 
Him every Mufe in every age had fung, 
His efify flowing wit and charming tongue, 
, Had not the treacherous voice of power inipir*d 
His mounting thoughts, and wild ambition ^*dj, 
Difd^ining lefs alliances to own. 
He now (Its up for kinfmau of the throne $ 

* Earl of Clarcndor^* 

G 3 And 
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And Anna, by the power her father gain'd, 
Back'd with great Cadar's abfolute command, . . 
On falfe pretence of former contra£b made^ '^• 
Is forc'd on brave * Britannicus's bed. 

Thus rais'd, his infolence his wit out-vy'd. 
And meaneft avarice maintained his pride : 
When Caefar, to confirm his infant ftate, 
Drown'd in oblivion all old names of hate. 
By threatening many, but excepiting none 
That; paid the purchafe of ohUvion. 
Byria his mailer's free-given mercy ibid^ 
And royal grac£ retailed for rebel gold : 
That^new ftate-maxim he invented firft, 
<To aged Time's laft revolution curft) 
That teaches raonarchs to oblige their foes, 
And their beft friends to beggary expofe ; 
For theUb, he laid, would ftill beg on and ferve ; 
•Tis the old badge of loyalty to ftarve : 
But hardened rebels muft by bribes be won. 
And paid for all the mighty ills they 've done : 
When wealth and honour from their treafons flow. 
How can they chuie but very loyal grow ? 
This falfe ungrateful maxim Byrfa taught, 
Vaft fums of wealth from thriving rebels brought ; 
Titles and power to thieves and traitors fold, 
Sweir^ his ftretch'd coflfers with o'er- flowing gold. 

Hence all thefe tears in thefe firil feeds was fown 

His country's following ruin, and his own. 
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Of that accurft and facrilcgious crew, 
Which great by merit of rebellion grew. 
Had all una6l:ive perifh'd and unknown. 
The falfe * Antonius had fuffic'd alone, . 
To all fucceeding ages to proclaim 
Of this (late principle the guilt aiid fhame* 
Antonius early in rebellious race . 
Swiftly fet out, nor flackening in his pace^ 
Tl^c ikirie ambition that his youthful heat 
Urg*d to all ills, the little daring brat 
With unabated ardour does engage 
The loathfome dregs of his decrepit age ; ; 

Bold, full of native and acquired deceit^ 
Of iprightly cunning and malicious wit ; 
Rcftlefs, projefting ftill fome new defign. 
Still drawing round the government his line. 
Bold on the walls, or bufy in the mine : 
Lewd as the ftews, but to the blinded eyes 
Of the dull crowd as Puritan prccife j \ 
Before their fight he draws the juggler's cloud 
Of public intereft, and the people's good. 
The working ferment of his aftive mind, 
In his weak body's caik with pain confin'd. 
Would burft the rotten veflel where 'tis pent. 
But that 'tis tapt to give the treafon vent» 

Such were the men that from thd ftatefman's hand, 
JJot pardon only, but promotion gain'd : 

* Earl of Shaftcibury* 

G 4 All 



1 



« D. U K E'S POEMS. 

All offices of dignity or power 

Thefe fwarming locuftt greedily devour ; 

Preferr'd to aiUhe fccrets of the fkte, 

Thefe fenfelefs iinners in the council fate, 

In their unjuft deceitful balance laid. 

The great conterns of war and peace were weighed* 

This wife * Lovifius knew, whofe mighty mind 
Had univerfal empire long defign'd ; 
And when he all things found were bought and fold^ 
Thought nothing there impoflible to gold : 
With mighty fums, through fecret channels brought^ 
On the corrupted counfellors he wrought : 
Againft the neighbouring Belgians they declare 
A hazardous and an expenfive war. 
Their freih afironts and matchlefs infblence 
To Caefar's honour made a fair pretence ; 
Meer outfide this, but, ruling by his pay. 
Cunning Lovifius did this proje£t lay. 
By mutual damages to weaken thofe 
Who only could his vaft dcfigns oppofe. 
But Cxfar, looking with a juft di(dain 
Upon their bold pretences to the main. 
Sent forth his royal brother from his (ide. 
To laih their infolence, and curb their pride i 
Britannicus, by whofe high virtues grac'd, 
The prefent age contends with all the paft ; 
Him heaven a pattern did for heroes form^ 
Slow to advife, but eager to perform, 

■ , * French King. 

t In 
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In council calm, fierce as a ftorm in fight» 
Danger his (port, and labour his delight : 
To him the fleet and camp, the iea and fields 
Did equal harvefls of bright glory yield. 
Ko lefs each civil virtue him commends, 
The beil of fubjefks, brothers, mailers, friends ; 
To merit juft, to needy virtue kind, 
True to his word, and conflant to his friend : 
What 's well refolv'd as bravely he purfues, 
Fix'd in his choice, as careful how to chufe. 
Honour was bom, not planted in his heart, 
An<i Virtue came by nature, not by art : 
Where glory calls, and Caefar gives command^ 
He flies ; his pointed thunder in his hand. 
The Belgian fleet endeavour'd, but in vain, 
The tempefl of his fury to fuftain : 
Shattered and torn, before his flags they fly 
Like doves that the exalted eagle fpy. 
Ready to flx>op and feize them from on high : 
He, Neptune like, when, from his watery bed 
Abqve the waves lifting his awful head. 
He fmiles, and to his thariot gives the rein. 
In triumph rides o'er the afl*eited main ; 
And now returns, the watery empire won. 
At Caefar's feet to lay his trident down. 
But who the ihouts and triumphs can relate 
Of the glad ifle that his return did wait ? 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the ftrand. 
Loud as the fea, and numerous as the (and. 

A joy; 
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A joy too great to be by words cxpreft, 
Shines in each . eye, and beats in every breafl : 
So joy the many, but the wifer few 
The godlike prince, with filent wonder view. 
The grateful fenate his high afts confefs 
In a vaft gift, but than his merit lefs. 
Britannicus is all the voice of Fame, 
Britannkus ! (he knows no other name; 
The people-8 darling, a:iid the court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
Shall he, ihall ever he, who now commands 
So many thoufand hearts, and tongues, and hands; 
Shall ever he, by feme flrangc crime of fate^. 
Fall under the ignoble vulgar's hate ? 
Who knows ? the turns of Foitune who can tell ? 
Who fix her globe, or flop the rolling wheel ? 
Tfhe crowd 's a fea, who(e wants run high or low^ 
Jjccording as the winds, their leaders, blow. 
All calm and fmooth, till ^m fome comer flics 
An envious blaft, that makes the billows rife : 
The blaft, that whence it comes, or where it goes^ 
We know not, but where-e'er it lifts it blow-s^ 
Was not of old the Jewifli rabble's cry 
Hofanna firft, and after crucify ? 

Now Byrfa with full orb illuftrious Ihone, 
With beams refle6led fixjm his glorious Ton ; 
All power his own, but what was given to thofe , 
That counfellors by him from rebels rofe ; 
But, rais'd fo far, each now difdains a firft. 
The tafte of power does but inflame the thirft* 

With 
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With envious eyes they Br)'fa's glories fee. 
Nor think they can be great, while lefs than he» 
Envy their cunning fharpen'd, and their wit. 
Enough before for treacherous councils fit : 
T' accufc him openly not yet they dare. 
But fubtly by degrees his fell prepare : 
They knew by long-experienc'd defert 
How near he grew rooted to Caefar*s heart ; 
To move him hence, required no common ikill^ 
But what is hard to a refolved will > 
They found his public aftions all confpire. 
Wifely apply'd, to favour their defire : 
But one they want their venom to-fuggeft. 
And make it gently Hide to Caefar'ls breaft: 
Who fitter than * Villerius for this part ? 
And him to gain requir'd but little art, 
For mifchief was the darling of his heart. 
A compound oi fuch parts as never yet 
In any one of all God's creatures met : . 
Not fick men's dreams fo various or (b wild, 
Ot of fuch difagreeing ihapes compil'd ; 
Yet» through all changes of his fhifting fcene. 
Still conllant to buffoon and harlequin, 
As if he 'ad made a prayer, than his of old 
More foolifh, that turn'd all he touched to gold» 
God granted him to play th' eternal fool. 
And all he handled turn to ridicule. 

* Duke of Buckingham. 

Thirt 
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Thus a new Midas truly he appears. 
And fhewsy through all difguife, his alTes earSf 
Did he the weightiefl bufinefs of the (late 
At council or in fenate-houfe debate, 
King, country, all, he for a jeft would quit. 
To catch fome little flalh of paltry wit : 
How full of gravity foe*er he ilruts, 
The ape in robes will fcramble for his nuts t 
Did he ail laws of heaven or earth defy, 
Blafpheme his God, or give his king the lye i 
Adultery, murders, or ev'n worie, commit, 
Still 'twas a jefl, and nothing but fheer wit : 
At lad this edg'd-tool wit, his darling fport. 
Wounded himfelf, and banifli'd him the court : 
Like common jugglers, or like common whores^ 
All his tricks fhewn, he was kicked out of doors* 
Npt chang'd in humour by his change of place^ 
He ilill found company to fuit his grace ; 
Mountebanks, quakers, chemifls, trading varlets. 
Pimps, players, city iheriffs, and fuburb harlots s 
War his averfion, once he heard it roar. 
But, " Panm him if he ever hear it more !" 
And there you may believe him, though he fwoie. 
But with play-houfes, wars, immortal wars. 
He wag'd, and ten years rage produced a * farce. 
As many rolling years he did employ. 
And hands almofl as many, to deibroy 
Heroic rhyme, as Greece to ruin Troy, 
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Once more, lays Fame, for battle he prepares. 
And threatens rhymers with a fecond larce 2 
But, if as long for this as that we ftay, 
He '11 finiih Clevedon fooner than his play. 

This precious tool did the new fhttefmen u(e 
In Cxfar's breath their whifpers to infufe : 
Sufpicion *s bred by gravity, beard, and gown ; 
But who ru(pe£b the madman and buffoon ? 
Drolling Villerius this advantage had. 
And all his jefts fober impreffions made : 
Befides, he knew to chufe the fbfteft hour. 
When Caefar for a while forgot his power. 
And, coming tir'd from empire's grand affairs. 
In. the free joys of wine relax'd his cares. 
'Twas then he play'd the fly fuccefsful fool. 
And ierious mifchief did in ridicule. 
Then he with jealous thoughts his prince could flll^ 
And gild with mirth and glittering wit the pill. 
With a grave mien, difcourfe, and decent ftate. 
He plea&ntly the ape could imitate. 
And foon as a contempt of him was bred. 
It made the way for hatred to fucceed. 
■ Gravities difguife 

The greateft jeft of all, " he'd needs be wife — '* 

. [Here the writer left off.] 
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OVID, BOOK I. ELEGY V< 



^'T'WAS noon, when I, fcorch'd with the double ; 

-*• Of the hot fun and my more hot deiire, 
Stretch'd on my downy couch at eafe was laid. 
Big with expe6tance of the lovely maid. 
The curtains but half drawn, a light let in. 
Such as in fhades of thickeft groves is feen ; 
Such as remains when the fun flies away. 
Or when night 's gone, and yet it is not day. 
This light to modeft maids muft be allowed, 
Where IJiame may hope its guilty head to fhrowd. 
And now my love, Corinna, did appear, 
Loofe on her neck fell her divided hair ; 
Loofe as her flowing gown, that wanton'd in the air. 
In f^ch a garb, with fuch a grace and mien, 
To her rich bed approach'd th* Aflyrian queen. 
So Lais lookM, when all the youth of Greece 
With adoration did her charms confefs. 
Her envious gown to pull away I try*d. 
But flie refifted ftill, and ftill deny'd ; 
But fo refifled, that flie feem*d to be 
Unwilling to obtain the viftory. 
So I at lafl an eafy conquefl had, 
Whilfl: my fair combatant herfelf betray'd : 
But, when flie naked fl:ood before my eyes. 
Gods ! with what charms dift flie my foul furprize ! 
What fnowy arms did I both fee and feel ! 
With what jich globes did her foft bofom fwell ! 
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Plump, as ripe clufters, ro(e each glowing bisaft^ 

Courting the hand, and fueing to be preft ! 

In every limb what various charms were fpread. 

Where thoufand little Loves and Graces played I 

One beauty did through her whole body ihine. 

I (aw, admir'dy and prefs'd it clofe to mine. 

The reft, who knows not ? Thus entranced we lay, ' 

Till in each other's arms we dy'd away ; • 

•O give me fuch a noon (ye gods) to every day. 
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HORACE, BOOK IL ODE IV.* 

BLUSH not, my friend, to own the love 
Which thy fair captive's eyes do move^ 
Achilles, once the fierce, the brave, 
StoopM to the beauties of a (lave ; 
TecmelTa's charms could overpower 
Ajax her lord and conqueror^ 
Great Agamemnon when fuccefs 
Did all his arms with conqueft blefs ; 
When He£ior's fall had gain'd him more 
Than ten long rolling years before. 
By a bright captive virgin's eyes 
Ev*n in the midft of triumph dies. 
You know not to what mighty line 
The lovely maid may make you join 5 
See but the charms her forrow wears, 
Jio common caufe could draw fuch tears : 
Thofe ftreams fure that adorn her fo 
For lofs of royal kindred flow : 

* See another imitation of this ode in Yaldcn'* 
J'ocms, p. 376. ^^^ 
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Oh ! think not fo divine a thing 

Could from the bed of commons ipring ; 

Whofe faith could fo unmov'd remain^ 

And fd averfe to fordid gain^ 

Was never bom of any race 

That might the nobleft love difgrace. 

Her blooming face, her fnowy arms. 

Her well-fh^'d legs, and all her charms 

Of her body and her face, 

I, poor I, may fafely praife. 

Sui^ft not, Love, the youthful rage 

From Horace's declining age, 

But think removed, by forty years, 

J^li his flames and all thy fears. 



HORACE, BOOK IL ODE VIII. 

TF ever any injur*d power, 

•*■ By virhich thic falfe Barine fvvore, 

Falfe, fair Barine, on thy head 

Had the Icaft mark of vengeance fhcd j 

If but a tooth or nail of thee 

Had fuffer*d by thy perjury, 

I fhould believe tjiy vows ; but thou 

Since perjur*d doft more charming grow. 

Of all our youth the public care. 

Nor half fo falfe as thou art fair. ^ i 

It thrives with thee to be forfwom t 

Sjf thy desd mother's facred urn^ 

^1 



IMITATIONS OF HORACE. ^7 
By heaven and all the ftars that ihine 
Without, and every god within : 
Venus hears this, and all tibe while 
At thy empty vows does finikt 
Her nymphs all fmile, her little foil 
Does fmile, and to his quiver run ; 
Does finile» and £all to whet his darts* 
To wound for thee &efli lovers hearts. 
See all the youth does diee obey, 
Thy train of (laves grows every day ; 
Nor leave thy former rubje£b thee. 
Though oft they threaten to be A:ee, 
Though oft with vows falle as thine are, 
Their forfworn miftrefs they forfwear. 
Thee every careful mother fears 
For her {bn*s blooming tender years ; 
Thee frugal fires, thee the young bride 
In Hymen's fetters newly tyM, 
Left thou detain by ftronger charms 
Th' expeded huiband fiom her arms. 

HORACE AND LYDIA, 
BOOK III. O D E IX. 

HORACE. 

WHILST I was welcome to your heart. 
In which no happier youth had part. 
And, full of more prevailing charms, ** 

Threw round your neck hit dearer arms, 

H \liawSDL\ 
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I flourifh*d richer and more bleft 
Than the great monarch of the eu&, 

L Y D I A. 

Whilft all thy foul with me was fiU'd, 
Nor Lydia did to Chloe yield, 
Lydia, the celebrated name. 
The only theme of verie and famt^ 
I flourifh'd more than ihe renown 'd, 
Whofe godlike fon our Rome did found* 

HORACE. 

Me Chloe now, whom every Muie 
And every Grace adomsi fubdues ; 
For whom I *d gladly die, to (ave 
Her dearer beauties from the grave. 

LYDIA. 

Me lovely Calais does fire 
With mutual flames of fierce defire ; 
For whom I twice would die, to fave 
His youth more precious from the grave. 

HORACE. 

What if our former loves return. 
And our firil fires again ihould burn ; 
If Chloe 's banilh'd, to make way 
For the fodaken Lydia ? 

LYDIA, 

Though he is ihining as a fiar, 
Confbnt and kind as he is fair ; 
Thou light as curk, rough as the fea. 
Yet I would live, would die with thee. 
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THE CYCLOPS. 

Theocritus, Idyll. XI. 

INSCRIBED TO DR. SHORT. 

O SHORT, no herb, no falve, was ever found 
To cafe a lover's heart, or heal his wound ; 
No medicine this prevailing ill fubdues, 
None, but the charms of the condoling Mufe : 
Sweet to the fenfe, and eafy to the mind, 
The cure ; but hard, but very hard, to find. 
This you well know, and furely none fo well, 
Who both in Phyfic's facred art excel. 
And in Wit*s orb among the brightelt (hine> 
The love of Phoebus, and the tuneful Nine. 

Thus fweetly fad of old, the Cyclops ftrovc 
To foften his uneafy hours of tove. 
Then, when hot youth urg'd* him to fierce dcfire^ 
And Galatea's eyes kindled the raging fire. 
His \vas no common flame, nor could he move 
In the old arts and beaten paths of Jove ; 
Nor flowers nor fruits fcnt to oblige the fair^ 
Nor more to pleafe currd his ncgle6led hair ; 
His was ail rage, all madnefs ; to his mind- 
No other cares their wonted entrance find. 
Oft from the field his flock retum'd alone,. 
Unheeded, unobferv'd : he on fomc ftone> 
Or craggy cliff, to the deaf winds and fca 
Aecofing Galatea's cruelty ; 
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Till night, from the firft dawn of opening day, 
Condiines with inward heat, and melts away. 
Yet then a cure, the only cure, he found. 
And thus apply'd it to the bleeding wound ; 
From a deep rock, from whence he might furvey 
The flood (the bed where his lov'd (ea-nymph lay). 
His drooping bead with fbrrow bent he hung. 
And thus his griefs calm*d with his mournful (bng^ 
** Fair Galatea, why is all my pain 
** Rewarded tlius ? foft love with iharp difdain ? * 
" Fairer than falling fnftw or rifmg light, 
** Soft to the touch as charming to the fight ; 
** Sprightly as unyok'd heifers, on whofe head 
*' The tender crcfcents but begin to ipread; 
" Yet, cruel, yon to hadhnefs more incline, 
" Than unripe grapes pluck'd from the favage vine. 
*' Soon as my heavy eye-lids feaPd with flcep, 
** Hither you come out from the foaming deep; 
** But, when fleep leaves mc, you together fly, 
** And Vanilh fwiftly from my opening eye, 
'* Swift as young lambs when the fierce wolf they ipy, 
" I well remember the firll fatal day 
** That made my heart your beauty's eafy prey, 
'^( 'Twas when the flood you, with my mother, left, 
*' Of all its brightnefs, all its pride, bereft, 
" To gather flowers from the deep mountain's topj 
<< Of the high office proud, I led yoa up ; 
" To hyacinths and rofcs did you bring, 
** And ihew'd you all the treafures of the fpring. 

"But 
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** But from that hour my foul has known no reft, 

*• Soft peace is banilh'd from my tortur'd bread : 

** I rage, I burn. Yet ftill regardlefs you 

** Not the leaft fign of melting pity fliew : 

** No J by the gods that ihall revenge my pain f 

** No; you, the more I love, the more difdain. 

** Ah ! nymph, by every grace adornM, I know 

" "Why you delpife and fly the Cyclops foj 

** Becaufe a fhaggy brow from fide to fide, 

** Stretch'd in a line, does my large forehead hide ; 

** And under that one mily eye does fhioe, 

** And my flat nofe to my big lips does join. 

** Such though I am, yet knmv, a thoufand fhccp, 

** TTie pride of the Sicilian hills, I keep ; 

*« With fweeteft milk they fill my flowing pails, 

** And my vaft flock of cbcefes never fails ; 

*' In fummei*'s heat, or winter's fharpeil cold, 

** My loaded fhelves groan with the weight they hold* 

" With fuch foft notes I the fhrill pipe -infpirfe,- 

** That every liftcning Cyclops does admire j 

" While w ith it often I all night proclarm' 

** Thy powerful charms, and my fuccelslefa flMhe. 

*' For thee twelve does, all big with fawn, I feed ; 

** And four bear-cubs, tame to thy hand, I breed. 

** Ah ! come to me, fair nymph ! and you (hall find 

** Thcfe are the fmalleft gifts for thee defignM. 

** Ah ! come, and leave the angry waves to roar, 

<* And break themfelves againft the founding- fliore. 

** How much more pleafarit would thy flinnbers be 

*' In the retir'd and peaceful cave with mc I 

Hs ^'''^\«.^ 



•o* DUKE'S POEMS. 

** There the ftreight cyprefs and green laurel join, 

" And creeping ivy clafps the clufter'd vine ; 

** There frefii, cool rills, from -Etna's purell fhoWy 

•* Diffolv*d into ambrofial liquor, flow. 

'* Who the wild waves and blackifh fea could chufc, 

** And thefe itill ihades and thefe fweet dreams refufe ? 

** But if you fjcar that I, o*er-grown with hair, 

** Without a fire defy the winter air, 

** Know I have mighty (lores of wood, and know 

" PjBrpetyal fires on my bright hearth do glow. 

** My foul, my life itfelf ihould bum for thee, 

" And this one eye, as dear as life to me. 

** Why was not I with fins, like fiihes, made, 

'* That I, like them, might in the deep have play*d > 

** Then would I dive beneath the yielding tide, 

" And kifs your hand, if you your lips deny'd. 

*^ To thee I 'd lilies and red poppies bear, 

** And flowers that crown each (eafon of the year. 

** But I 'm refolv'd I '11 learn to fwim and dive 

<' Of the next Granger that does here arrive » 

" That th' undifcover'd pleafures I may know 

** Which you enjoy in the deep flood below. 

•* Come forth, O nymph ! and coming forth forget, 

** Like me that on this rock unmindful fit 

'< (Of all things elfe unmindful but of thee), 

** Home to return forget, and live with me. 

*' With me the fweet and pleafmg labour chufe, 

" To feed the flock, and milk the burthen'd ewes, 

'' To prcfs the cheeie, and the iharp runnet to infuie. 

"MjT 
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•* My mother does unkindly u(e her fon, 

•* By her negleft the Cyclops is undone ; 

*• For me (he never labours to prevail, 

** Nor whifpers in your ear my amorous tale. 

*^ No ; though flie knows I languilh every day, 

** And fees my body w^fte, and ftrength decay. 

** But I more ills than what I feel will feign, 

** And of my head and of my feet complain 5 

•* That, in her breaft if any pity lie, 

•* She may be fad, and griev'd, as well as I. 

" O Cyclops, Cyclops, where 's thy reafon fled > 
** If youryoung Iambs with new-pluck 'd boughs you fed, 
** And watch'd your flock, would you not feem more wife; 
** Milk what is next, purfue not that which flies. 
" Perhaps you may, fince tiiis proves fo unkind, 
*' Another fairer Galatea find. 
•* Me many virgins as I pafs invite 
'* To wafte with them in love*s foft Iports the night ; 
** And, if I but incline my liftening ear, 
** New joys, new fmiles, in all their looks appear. 
** Thus we, it feems, can be belov'd ; and we, 
** It feems, are fomebody as well as (he !'* 

Thus did the Cyclops fan his raging fire, 
And footh'd with gentle verfe his fierce defirc ; 
Thus pafs'd his hours with more delight and eafc, 
Than if the riches of the world were his. 
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TO C iE L I A. 

Tf LY fwift, yc hours ; ye (luggifli minutes, fly j 

-*• Bring back my love, or let her lover die. 

Make hafte, O fun, and to my eyes once more. 

My Caelia brighter than thyfelf reflore. 

In fpitc of thee, 'tis night when fhe 's away. 

Her eyes alone can the glad beams difplay, 

That makes my iky look clear, and guide my day. 

O when will fhe life up her facred lights 

And chafe a\^'ay the flying ihades of night ! 

With her how fall the flowing hours run on » 

But oh ! how long they flay when flie is gone ! 

So flowly time when clogg'd with grief docs move ; • 

So fwift when borne upon the wings of love ! 

Hardly three days, they tell me, yet are pad ; 

Yet 'tis an age flnce I beheld her lafl. 

O, my aufpicious flar, make hafte to rife, 

To charm our hearts, and blefs our longing eyes t 

O, how I long on thy dear eyes to gaze. 

And chear my own with their reflefted rays ! 

How my impatient, thirfty foul does long 

To hear the charming mufic of thy tongue ! 

Where pointed wit with folid judgment grows. 

And in one eafy ftream united flows. 

Whene'er you fjseak, with what delight we hear. 

You call up every foul to every year ! 

Nature 
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Nature 's too j^rodigal to womankind, 
Ev'n where flie does negle6l t' adorn the mind ; 
Beauty alone bears fuch refifUefs fway. 
As makes mankind with joy and pride obey. 
But, oh ! when wit and fenfe with beauty *s join'^, ♦ 
The woman's iweetnefs with the manly mind ; • 
When nature with fo jufl a hand does mix 
The moil engaging chaims of either fex ; 
And out of both that thus in one combine 
Does fomething form not human but divine. 
What *s her command, but that we all adore 
The nobleft work of her almighty power ! 
Nor ought our zeal thy anger to create. 
Since love *s thy debt, nor is our choice, but fate* 
Where nature bids, worfliip I 'm forc'd to pay. 
Nor have the liberty to difobey ; 
And whenfoe'er Ihe does a poet make. 
She gives him verfe but for thy beauty's fake. 
Had I a pen that could at once impart 
Soft Ovid's nature and high Viigii's art. 
Then the immortal Sacharifla's name 
Should be but fecond in the liil of fame ; 
Each grove, each ihade, Ihould with thy praife be fiird^ 
And the fam'd Penlhurll to our Windfor yield. 
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SPOKEN TO THE QJJ E E 

IN TRINITY COLLEGE NEW COUR'! 

npHOU equal partner of the royal bed, 
-*• That mak'ft a crown fit foft on Charles's he 
In whom, with grcatnefs virtue takes her feat, 
Mceknefs with power, and piety with ftate ; • 
"Whole goodnefs might ev*n fa6^ious crowds reda: 
Win the ^itious, and the favage tame ; 
Tyrants themfelvcs to gcntlcft mercy bring. 
And only ufelefs is on fuch a king ! 
See, mighty princefs, fee how every brcaft 
With joy -and wonder is at once pofleft : 
Such was the joy which the firft mortals knew. 
When gods defcended to the people's view. 
Such devout wonder did it then afford, 
To fee thofe powers they had unfeen ador'd, 
But they were feign*d ; nor, if they had been tru 
Could (hed more blcffings on the earth than you : 
Our courts, enlarg*d, their former bounds difdaii 
To make reception for fo great a train : 
Here may your fatred breaft rejoice to fee. 
Your own age drive with ancient piety ; 
Soon now, fince bled by your aufpicious eyes. 
To full pcrfeftion (hall our fabric rife. 
Lefs powerful charms than yours of old could ca 
The willing ftones into the Thcban wall, 
And ours, which now its rife to you (hall owe. 
More fam'd than that by your great name (hall gr 
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FLORIANA, 

A Pastoral, upon the Death of her Grace Mart 
Duchefs of Southampton i68o« 



Dam on. 

TELL me, my Thyrfis, tell thy Damon, why 
Does my lov'd f\vain in this fad pofture lie ? 
What mean thefe ftreams ftill falling from thine eyes, 
Faft as thofe (ighs from thy fwoln bofom rife ? 
Has the fierce wolf broke through the fenced ground ? 
Have thy lambs ftray*d ? or has Dorinda fiown'd ? 
Thyrsis. The wolf? ,Ah! let him come, for 
now he may : 
Have thy lambs ftray'd ? let them for ever ftray : 
D45rinda frown'd ? No> fhe is ever mild ; 
Nay, I remember but juft now flie fmil'd i 
Alas ! flic fmil'd ; for to the lovely maid 
None had the fatal tidings yet conveyed. 
Tell me then, fliepherd, tell me, canil thou find 
As long as thou art true, and fhe is kind, 
A grief fo great, as may prevail above 
Ev'n Damon's friendfliip, or Dorinda*s love ? 

Dam< Sure there is none. Thys.. But, Damon, 
there may be. 
What if the charming Floriana die ? 

Da m . Far be the omen ! Th y R. But fuppofe it true ? 
Dam. Then ihould I grieve, my Thyrfis, more 
than you* 
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She is — Thyr. Alas ! ihe was, but is no more : 
Now, Damon, now, kt thy fwoln eyes run o*er i 
Here to this turf by thy fad Thyrfis grow, 
And, when my (beans of grief too (hallow flow. 
Let-in thy tide to raife the torrent high, 
Till both a deluge make, and in it die. 

Dam. Then, that to this wifh'd height the flood 
might fM-ell, 
Friend, I will tell thee.-^THYR. Friend, I thee will 

tell. 
How young, how good, how beautiful (he fell. 
Oh ! (he was all for which fond mothers pray, 
BlefTmg their babes when firft they fee the day. 
Beauty and (he were one, for in her face 
Sat fweemcfs tempered with majcflic grace ; 
Such powerful charms as might the proudcft awe. 
Yet fuch attraftive goodncfs as might draw 
The humbled^, and to both give equal law. 
How was (he wonder'd at by every (\vain ! 
The pride, the light, the goddefs of the plain ! 
On all (he fhin'd, and fprcading glories caft 
Diffufivc of hcrfelf, wherc-e'er (he paft. 
There breath'd an air fwect as the winds that blow 
From the bleft (hores where fragrant fpiccs grow : 
£^n me (bmetimes (lie with a fmile would grace. 
Like the fun (hining on the vileft place. 
Nor did Dorinda bar me the delight 
Of fcafting on her eyes my longing fight : 
But to a being fo fublime, (b pure, 
Spar*d my devotion, of ray love fecurc. . 
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Dam. Her beauty fuch: but Nature did defign 
That only as an anfwerable (hrine 
To the divinity that'^s lodg'd within. 
Her ibul ihin'd dirough, and made her form £0 bnght» 
As clouds are gilt by the fun^s piercing light. , 

In her fmooth forehead we might read expreft 
The even calmnefs of her gentle brcaft : 
And in her fparkling eyes as clear was writ 
The a6livc vigour of her youthful wit. 
Each beauty of the body or the face 
Was but the (hadew of fome inward grace^ 
Gay, fprightly, chearful, free, and unconfin'd^ 
As innocence could make it, was her mind ; 
Yet prudent, though not tedious nor fevere. 
Like thofe who, being dull, would grave appear; 
Who out of guilt do chearfulnefs defpiie. 
And, being fullen, hope men think them wife. 
How would the liftening ihepherds round her throngs 
To catch the words fell from her charming tongue 1 
She all with her own ipirit and foul infpir'd. 
Her they all lov'd, and her they all admir'd. 
Kv'n mighty Pan, whole powerful hand fuftains 
The fovereign crook that mildly awes the plains. 
Of all his cares made her tlie tendered part. 
And great Louifa lodg'd her in her heart. 

Thts.. Who would not now a (blemn mourning keep» 
When Pan himfelf and fair Louifa weep ? 
When thofe bleft eyes, by the kind gods defign'd 
To cheriih nature, and delight mankind, 

I All 
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Ail drown'd in tears, melt into gentler ihowers 
Than April-drops upon the fpringing flowers ? 
Such tears as Venus for Adonis ihed, 
When at her feet the lovely youth lay dead; 
About her, all her little weeping Loves 
Ungirt her Cellos, and unyok'd her doves. 

Dam. Come, pious nymphs, with fair Louifa 
And vifit gentle Floriana's tomb ; 
And, as ye walk the melancholy round. 
Where no unhallovv*d feet prophane the groundj 
With your chafte hands frefli flowers and odour 
About her laft obfcure and filent bed ; 
Still praying, as ye gently move your feet, 
** Soft be her pillow, and her flumber fweet !** 

Th Y R. Sec where they come, a mom nf ul love 
As ever wept on fair Arcadia's plain : 
Louifa, mournful far above the reft, 
In all the charms of beauteous rorro%v dreft ; 
Juft are her tears, when fhc refic6ls haw ibon 
A beauty, fecond only to her own, 
Flourifh'd, looked gay, was wither'd, and is gor 

Dam. O, (he is gone ! gone like a new-bom 
That deck-'d fome virgin queen's delicious bowei 
Tom from th^ ftalk by fome untimely blafV, 
And 'mongft the vilcft weeds and rubbilh caft : 
Y^ flowers return, and coming iprings difcloie 
The lily whiter, and more frefli the rofe j 
But no kind feafon back her charms can bring. 
And Floriana has no fecond Spring. 
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Th YR. O, fhe is fet ! fet like the fadling fun ; 
Darknefs is round us» and glad day is gone ! 
Alas ! the fun that 's fet, again will rife. 
And gild with richer beams the morning-ikies s 
But beauty, though as bright as they it ihines. 
When its fhort glory to the Weft declines, 
O, there *s no hope of the returning light j 
But all is long oblivion, and eternal night f 

TO THE UNKNOWN AUTHOR OF 

ABSALOM AND ACHITOPHEL*. 

T Thought, forgive my (in, the boafted fire 

•■• Of poets' fouls did long ago expire ; 

Of folly or of madnefs did accufe 

The wretch that thought himfelf poffeft with Mufe ; 

Laugh'd at the god within, that did iiifpire 

With more than human thoughts the tuneful choir; 

T*ut fure *tis more than fancy, or the dream 

Of rhymers {lumbering by the Mufes* ftream. 

Some livelier (park of heaven, and more reBn'^d 

From earthy drofs, fills the great Poet's mind : 

Witnefs thefe mighty and immortal lines, 

Through each of which th* informing genius fhincs : 

Scarce a diviner flame infpir'd the King, 

Of whom thy Mufe does fa-fublimely ling : 

Not David's felf could in a nobler verfe 

His glorioufiy-offending Son rehearle ; 

* Mr. Dryden publiflied it without his name. 



itit D U K £'S POEMS. 

Though in his breaft the Prophet's fury met. 
The Father's fondnefs, and the Poet's wit. 
Here all confent in wonder and in prtifey 
And to the unknown Poet altars raife ; 
Which thou muft needs accept with equal joy 
As when ^neas heard the wars of Troy, 
Wrapt up himielf in darknefs and unfeen, 
Extoll'd with wonder by the Tynan queen. 
Sure thou already art fecure of fame, 
Nor want'il new glories to exalt thy name : 
What Father eife would have refus'd to own 
So great a Son as god-like Abfalom f^ 



EPITHALAMIUM 

UPON THE 

Marriage of Captgin William Bedlob. 

** Ille e^o qui quondam gracill modulatus avaena, 
** Arma virumque cano." 

I, he, who fung of humble Gates before. 
Now (ing a Captain and a Man of War. 



GODDESS of Rhyme, that didft infpire 
The Captain with poetic fire. 
Adding fre(h laurels to that brow 
Where thofe of vidory did grow, 
And Aatelicy oraainents may flouriih now ! 
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SPITHALAMIUMt- f^« 

If thou art well itco7«r^d fiace 

«« The Excommunicated Prince ♦ 4" . >r 

For that impoirtant tragedy -v ^ 

Would have kiil'd aajF Mofe but thee 1 i : . . :;I ; 

Hither with ipeedy Ohf hither iiioves 

Pull bulkins ofif, aad, fince to loTe 

The ground is holy that you tread in. 

Dance bare-foot at the piptain't wedding. 

See where he comes, and by his fide 
His charming fair angelic bride : 
Such, or lefs lovely, was the dame 
So much renown*d, FqWu by name^ 
With whom of old Tully did join, 
Then when his art did undermine 
The horrid Popifh plot of Catiline. 
Oh faireft nymph of all Great Britain ! 
(Though thee my eyes I never kt on) 
Blufl) not on thy ^reat lord to foule» 
The fecond iaviour of our ifle j 
What nobler Captain could have led 
Thee to thy long'd-for maniage*bed : 
For know that thy all-daring Will is 
As ftout a hero as Achilles ; 
And as great things for thee has done^ . 
As Palmerin or th' Kni^t of. th' Sun,. . 
And is himfelf a whole r<imance alone.. 
Let confcious Flaiiders fy^t^ and be. 
The witnc6 of his chiTalry- ■ ^ 

• . ... . ,1...: . ] 
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Yet that *8 not all, his very word 

Hat (lain as many as hn fWord : 

Though common bullies wit6 their oatha 

Hurt little till they coirfe to* blowt. 

Yet all his mouth-gnraadoes kill. 

And fave the pains of drawing fteet. 

This hero thy refiftlefs charms 

HaT^e won to fly into thy arms ; 

For think not any mean defign. 

Or the inglorious itch of coin, 

Could ever have his breaft control'd. 

Or make him be a'flave to gold ; 

riis love *8 as freely given to thee 

As to the king his loyalty. 

Then, oh, receive ^hy mighty prize 

With open arms and wilhing eyes, 

Kifs that dear face, where may be ften 

His worth and parts that fkulk within ; 

That face, that juftly ftyl'd may be 

As true a difcoverer as he. 

Think not he ever falfe will prove, 

His well-known truth fecures'his love ; 

Do you a while divert his cares 

From his important grand affairs : 

Let him have refpite now a while. 

From kindling the mad rabble's zeal : 

Zeal, that is hot as fire,' yet dark and blind, 

Shews plainly where its birdi-^place we may frfid. 

In hell, where though dire flames for ever glow, 

y«$ *m dieplacfrof utte^dtrkncfi too. 



E P I T H A L A M I U M. 115 

But to his bed be fure be true 
As he to all the world and you» 
He all your plots wiH elfe betra/ 
AU ye She-Machiaveb can lay. 
He all defigns, you know, has found, 
Though hatched in hell or under ground $ 
Oft to the world fuch lecrets ihew 
As fcarce the plotters themfelves knew^ 
Yet, if by chance you hap to fin. 
And Love, while Honour 's napping, (hould creep in« 
Yet be difcreet, and do not boaft 
O' th' treafbn by the conunon poft. 
. So (halt thou llill make him love on i 
All virtue 's in difcretion. 
So thou with him (halt ihine, and be 
As great a patriot as he 5 
And when, as now in Chriihnas, all 
For a new pack of cards do call. 
Another Popiih pack comes out 
To pleafe the cits, and charm the rout : 
Thou, migl>ty queen, fhalt a whole fuit comoiand^ 
A crown upon thy head, and fceptre in thy hand ! 



O^ 
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ON THE ^MARRIAGE O 

GEORGE PRINCE OF DENI 

AND THE 

LADY ANN 



jr-p wA S Love coiidu6led through the Br 
•L On a more high defign &e royal Dane 
Than when of old with an invading hand 
His fierce forefathers came to (jpoii the land : 
And love has gain'd him by a nobler way, 
A braver conqueil and a richer prey. 

For battles won, and countries far'd reno 
Shaded with laurels, and with honours crow 
From fields with flaughter ftrew'd, the hero 
His arms negle£):ed, to purfue his flame. 
Like BiIarB returning from the noble chace 
Of "fiytng nations thnm^ the {rfain&of Thr 
When, decked with trophies and adom'd wi 
He meets the goddefs that rewards his toils ! 
But, oh ! what tianfports did his heart inv: 
When firft he law the lovely, royal maid ! 
Fame^ that fb high did her perfe£iions raife, 
SeemM now detra£Hon, and no longer praife 
All that could nobleft minds to love engage 
Ojr into ibftnefs melt the foldier's lage, 
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All that could fpretanA abrmA refiftlefs fiic. 

And eager wiihes raife, and fierce define. 

All that W89 cbantiingy all that was aboter 

Ev'n potts fancies, though refinM by love^ 

All native beauty drell by erery grace 

Of fweeteft youtii kt ihining in her face I 

Where, where w now the generous fury gone, 

Tfcat through thick tfoops urg'd the wii^'d wanrior on ? 

V%erc now the fpirit that aw^d the lifted field 5 

Created to command, untaught tcf yield ? 

It yields, it yields, to Anna's gentle fway. 

And thinks it above triumphs to obey. 

See at thy feet, Sluihriotts princefs, thrown 

All thet rich fpoils the mighty heip won ! 

His fame, his laurels, are thy beauties due. 

And all his am<{ueft» are outdone by you s' 

Ah ! lovely nymph, accept the noble prize, 

A tribute fit for thofe viftorious eyes ! 

Ah ! generous maid, pafs not rekntlefs by, 

Nor let war's chief by cruel beauty die ! 

Though unexpcrienc*d youth fond fcruples movei 

And bluihes rife but at the name of love ; 

Though over all thy thoaghts and every fenfe 

The guard is plac'd of virgin innocence j 

Yet from thy father's giencrous blood we kno\^ 

Refpcft for valour in thy brcaft does glow ; 

*Tis but agreeing to thy royal birth. 

To fmile on virtue and heroic wotth. 

Love, in fuch noble feeds of honour foiorn, 

*Ehc chaftcjft virgin need not blufh to own. 

I 3 ^NWfiL 
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Whom would thy royal father fooner find. 
In thy lov'd arms to his high lineage jom'd. 
Than him, whom fuch exalted virtues crown^ 
That he might think them copy*d from his own ? 
Who to the field equal defires did bring. 
Love to his biV)ther, fervtce to his king. 
Who Denmark's crown, and the anointed head, 
Refcued at once, and back in triumph led. 
Forcing his paiTage through the (iaughter'd Swede, 
Such virtue him to thy great fire commends, 
The beft of princes, fubjefts, brothers, friends I 
The people's wonder, and the court's delight. 
Lovely in peace, as dreadful in the fight ! 
What can fuch charms refift ? The royal maid. 
Loth to deny, is yet to grant afraid i 
But love, dill growing as her fears decay, 
Confents at laft, and gives her heart away. 

Now with loud triumphs are the nuptials crown'd 
And with glad fhoiits the fireets and palace found ! 
Illuflrious pair ! fee what a general joy 
Does the whole land's united voice employ \ 
From you they omens take of happier years, 
Recall lofl hopes, and banifh all their fears : 
Let boding planets threaten from above, 
And fullen Saturn join with angry Jove : 
Your more aufpicious flames, that here unite, 
Vanquifh the malice of their mingled light I 
Heaven of its bounties now fhall lavifli grow. 
And in full tides unenvy'd bleifings flow I 



ON THE PRINCE OF PENlVf ARK. m^- 
The (haken throne more furcly fix*d (hall ftan<}« v - . ;r 

And curt*d rebellion fly the. happy land ! 

At your bleil union civil difcords ceafe^ 

Confuiion turns to order, rage to peace ! ... 

So^ when at firA in Chaos and old Night 

Hot things \vith cold, and moid with dry did fight, -rr 

Love did the warring feeds to union bring, . : . . .^ 

And over all things ilretch'd his peaceful wing, , -, .^• 

The jarring elements no longer Ibrpve, . ' _ rr^r 

And a world ilarted forth, the beauteous work of Loi(cvh 

; ■'<' *v ' 

■'•.::>!■; \ 
ON THE DEATH OF ; - „_,r- 

KING CHARLES THE SECON'D?-^ 

AKD-.THB. IKA6URATX0BI- O.T -TC-: ClH 

KlflO JAMES .THE SECOND^':^ 

TF the indulgent Muie (the only cure . ^ , ;j 

•*■ For all the ills afllifted minds endure, ,^ 

That (weetens forrow, and makes fadnefs pleafe. 
And heals the heart by telling its difeafe) > n* 

Vouchfafe her aid, we alio will prefume 
With humble verfe t' approach t^tip facred tomb; 
There flowing ilreams of pious, tears will flied. 
Sweet incenfe burn, frelh flowers and odours ipread, 
Our laft fad ofl*erings to the royal dead ! 

Dead is the king, who all our lives did blefs ! 
Our ibrength in v/u, and our delight in peace ! 

1 4 W^% 
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Was ever prince like hitn to mortals givtn f ' • 

So much the joy of earth, and care of heav«n .' 

Under the preflnre of unequal fate. 

Of fo ere^ a mind and (bul fo great ! 

So full of meeknefs and fb void of pride, ' ' 

When borne aloft by Fortune's higheft tide f 

His kindly beams on the ungrateful foil 

Of this vibelliouSy flubbom, murmuring ifle 

Hatch'd plenty ;. eafe and riches did beftow. 

And made the land vrith milk and honey ilowf 

Lefs bleft was Rome when mild Auguftus fway*d> 

And the glad world for love, not fear, obey'd. 

Mercy, like heaven's", his chief prerogative ! 

Hiftrj^Y ^ '^*'^' ^!^ 8^^ ^9 forgive ! 

V^o lives, but felt his influence, and did (hare 

His boundlelB goodneis and paternal care ^' . 

And^^Vbilfi with all th* endearing arts he ftrc^v^ . 

On every fubjeCl's heart to feat his love. 

What breaft fo hard, what hc^rt of human pnake. 

But, fbftening, did the kind impreffion take ? ' . 

Belov'd and loving f with fuch virtues giac'd, 

As might on common heads a crown have pla^'d f 

How ikill'd in all the myjfteries of (late ! 

How fitting; to fu(bin an empire's weight ! 

Hojv quick to know ! how ready to adyife ! 

How, timely to prevent ! how more than (cniites wife f . 

Hi6 words how charming, affable, and fweet ! 

How ju(t hi& cenfure ! and how (harp his wit ! 

How did his charming converfation pleafe 

The bleA attenders on his iovxi of eafe i 



ON TM t)fiATH OF'X. CITARLBS IL w9 
When gradouil^ he deign'd to- condefcead, . w 

Pleas'd to exalt i fubjed: to & fiifeadl 
To the moft low how eafy of accefs ! 
Willii>g to hear> isti IcmgiHg to redirefs I 
His mtKf kfiew no bounds of time or place^ 
His reign was one eontinuedad: of grace ! 
Good Titus eonldy but Charles eould ntv«i< iay^ 
Of aU his royal life, «« he loft a day." 
Excellent prince ! O oAce'otir joy and care. 
Now our eternal grief ari^ deep deipnr f 
O father ! ^Or if airght than father 's more, 
How ihaH thy dnldren their M lofk deploit f 
How grieve emrbgh, when anxious tftosghtft refill ■' 
The mournful ftoxy of liicii* fbvereign^s fall > 
Oh ! who that ftcnc of fcrtW' can 'difi)hiy j ' 
When, waiting death, the feaildfstndnardi by ? ' ■' ' 
Though great the pain and angtrffttiiat he* bore> 
HSs friends' and {vibjt^t' ^ef ' «ffli6t him^ raoinT' 
Yet even that, and toiWng fate, hfe bears j ' 
But finks and faints to fee a bix>ther*% tears ! 
The mighty griet, that fveiTdhh' royal htt&k, ^ 
•Scarce reach'd by thought/ «aii'i be by words expMfl! 
Grief for himfelf ? for grief for Chailcs is vam. 
Who now begins, a new triiwaphant" refgn, 
Welcom'd by aH kind fpirits and faints above^ 
Who fee themfelves in him, and their own likenefs k>vc I 

What godlike virtues muft that prince adorn, 
Who can (b pleads, while fuch a prince we moitm ! 
Who elfe, but that great He, w6o ttowcommands 
111* united nation's voice; yt.xd hearts> and hands. 
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Could fo the love of a vrhole people gain, ... 
After fo excellent a monarch's reign ! 
Mean Virtues after Tyrants may ruccee4 . 
And pleafe ,• but after Charles a James. \ye need ! 
This, this is he, by whofe high adUons graced. 
The prcfent age contends: with all tl)e {»a(l :, .. . 
Him heaven a. pattern. did for heroes fiqrm, • .< 
Slow to advi{e«< but eager to perfoma;: \ 
In council calm^ .fificc as j^ /lorm in fight.!- . 
Danger his fport^ and labour his. delight. 
To him the fleet and camp> the ^;and. fieUi^ • . 
Do equal harvefb. of bright glory yield ! . . 
Who;can forget;, of royal bbpd how free,. 
He did affert the empire of the £ea? 
The Belgian fleet endeavoured, but in vaia^ 
The terapefl of his. fury !t» fuftain ; 
Shatter'^ and torn k^fop^ his flag they fly 
Like dov^s, that the exalted eagle ipy-. 
Ready to floop and feize them from oa hig^h* 
He, Neptune-like (when from his watery bed 
Serene and calni he lifts his awful head. 
And {iniles, and to his chariot gives th^, fein)^. 
In triumph rides o^er the averted main ! 
Rejoicing crowds attend him on the fkrznd,. • 
Loud as the Tea, and numerous as the fand ; 
So joy the many : but the wifer few 
The godlike prince with iilent wonder view : 
A joy, too great to be by voice expreft, 
Shines in each eye, and beats in every brcafi : 
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ON THE DEATH OF K. CHARJLES II. «r 
They faw hijtn d^ftin'd for (bme gre^ttr day» . 
And in his looks tbe oHmens read of his imperial fwty 1 
Nor do his civil virtues left appear^ : 
To perfeft the illuftrious charaftex; . . 
To merit juft, to n^edy yirtue kind> - i . .-. 
True to his wordy aftd feithful to his fxicnd ! . • 
What *s well refolv'd, a*. Ermly he purfues ; . . 
Fix'd in his choice^ as careful'howtO'chuief' 
Honour was boro^ not planted in-hisheartf 
And virtue came by natiire, not by art. 
Albion ! forget thy forrows^ and adore 
That prince, who all the blellings does reftore. 
That Charles, the faint, made thee enjoy before I 
'Tis done ; with turrets crown'd, I iee her.riie. 
And tears are wip'd for ey^r from her eyes 1 
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P R O L O G . U E 

TO N. L E E'S 

LUCIUS JUNIUS BRUTUS. 

T O N G has the tribe of poets on the ftagc 
■*-* Groan'd under perfecuting critics* rage. 
But with the found of railing and of rhyme, 
Like bees united by the tinkling chime. 
The little (Hnging infe£b fwarm the more. 
Their buzzing greater than it was before. 
But, oh ! ye leading voters of the Pit, 
That infcft others with your too much witi 

That 
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That well-afefi:ed members do fednce^ 
And with your miilite poifon half the hoitie ; 
Know, your ill-manag'd arbitrarf fway 
Ehall be no more endur'd^ but end* this^ day. 
Rulers of abler condu6h we will chafe, 
And more indulgent to a tremblhig Mufei 
Women, for ends- of government more 6t, 
Women fhail rale the Boxes and the Pit* 
Give laws to liove, and mfluence to Wifi« 
Pind me one man of fen& in all your roU, 
Whom fome one woman has not made a fooL 
'Ev^n bufmefsy that intolerable load 
Unjer tvliich man does groan, arid yet i« pfotid, 
Much better they «ould manage would they pleaiei 
*Tis not thenrwant of wit, •but iitfreof eaie. 
For, fpite of art, more wit in them appears, 
Though we boaft purs, and they diflemble theks : 
Wit X)nce was ours, and (hot up for a while. 
Set ihallow in a hot and barrea foil ; 
But when transplanted to a richer ground. 
Has in th^ic Eden its pecfef^w found.* 
And *tis but juft they (hould our wit invade, 
Whtlft we fet up their pemeing patching trade i 
As for our oourage, to oar ihame ^s known. 
As they canrtuile it, they can'pull it down. 
At their own weapons they o«r bullies awe, 
Faith ! let th^m make an antt-faltck law ; 
Prefcribe to all Mankind, as well as Plays, 
And wear the breeches^ as they tvear the bays. 
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TO THE PEOPLE OF SKGI^AND. 

A.DETESTATION OF CIVIL WAR. 
FROM HORACE, EPOD.-VIL- .- 

OH ! whither do ye rufhi and liius prepare 
To rouze again the fleqpiag war ? , . ^ 

Has then fo little £nglij(h blood been ipilt . 

On Tea and land wkh equal guilt ? . . ... 

Not that again we mig^t our acms ad wice. 

To check the infblent pride of Fiance ; 
Not that once more we might in fetters Wtag^ 

An humble captive Gallic king ? . 
But, to the wiih of the infulting GauJL, , 

. That we by piir own hands ^uld fall. 
T4or wolves nor lions bear fo fierce a mind s 

They hurt not their own iavage kind : .? 

Is it blind iage» or zeal, more blind and ^rong|, ,. 

Or guilt, yet Ibronger, drives you on f 
Anfwer ; but none can anfwer ; mute and pale 

They ftand i . guilt does o'er words pre^ : 
'Tis fo : beaven'3 juilice threatens us from higb^ 
, And a king's death fxxun earth does cry.; j 

.E'er iince the martyr's innocent blood was ihedf ' 
Upon our fathers, and on ourS| and oa our childremt' 
head* : . i : 

TO 
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TO MR. CREECH, 
On hit Translation of Lucretiui. 

WH AT to begin would have been madnefs thought. 
Exceeds our praife when to perfe£^ion brought i 
Who could believe Lucretius* lofty fong 
Could have been readi'd by any modem tongue ? 
Of all the fuitors to inunortal ^me, 
That by tranilations (fax>ve to raife a name. 
This was the teft, this the Ulyffcs' bow, 
Too tough by any to be bent but you. 
Cams hinifelf of the hard taik complains. 
To fetter Grecian thoughts in Roman chains ; 
Much harder thine, in an unlearned tongue 
To hold in bonds, fb eafy yet {o ftrong. 
The Greek philofophy and Latin fong. 
If then he boafts that round his facred head 
Frefli garlands grow, and branching laurels fpread. 
Such as not ail the mighty Nine before 
E'er gave, or any of their darlings wore; 
What laurels fhould be thine, what crowns thy due, 
What garlands, mighty Poet, (hould be grac'd by you ! 
Though deep, though wondrous deep, his fenfe does 

flow, 
'fhy (hining ftyk does all its riches fhow ; 
So clear the ftream, that through it we defcry 
[ All the bright gems that at the bottom lie i 

Here 
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Here you the troubiers of our peace remove. 
Ignoble fe^r, ,^i^d ipore ;gnobl^ love ^ , ... 

Here we'' are taught 'ho>^ 'firft our race begkn» ' 
And by what fteps our fathers climb'd to man ; 
To man as now heis'»»with knowledge 'fiU'd 
In arts of peace and war, in manners ikiU'd, 
Equal before to fellow-grazers of the field ! 
Nature's firft ftate, which, well tranfpos'd and own'dl 
(For owners in all ages have been found). 
Has made a '* modem wit fo much renown'd. 
When thee we read, we find to be no ijiore 
Than what was fimg a thoufand years befcMre. ' 

Thou only for this noble taik wcrt fit, 
To fliame thy age tq a j^ifl fenie of mty < 
By ihewing, hjow; the. learqed Romans writ. 
To teach fat he«vy clowns to know .their trade. 
And notti^;i3.iyitAijwho were for porters 'i|kade ; 
But quit falfe claims to the poetic rage, 
For fquibs and crackers, and^ SmiihfiejUl ibge« 
Had Providence efer meant that, in d^ipight 
Of art and natyr^, fuch d>ill clods' ihou Id write, 
Bavius a^d Maeyi^s had been fav'd by JFate 
For Settle and for Shadweil to tninflate. 
As it fo many4igesJtLas for thee : ' .* 
Pre&rv'.d the mighty work that now wte.iee.. 

.♦Hobbcs. 
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fftS DUKE '8 P 0'£ n B. 
VIRGIL'S JflFTR SCXOGtJE 

T H E A EG U M E N-T* 

Mopfus and Menalcasy two very c¥per£'lhepHenIs at a 
ibng, begin one by consent to the memory of Daj^r 
nis, who 18 fuppofed by the bell pritics to reprefent 
Julius Caefar. Mopfus laments his death ; Menalcas 
'proclaims his divinity. The whole Eclogue confid- 
ing of an Elegy^ and an Apotheofis. 

, MEN AL'O'Ad.* ^ '.:•:• •• 

MOPS US, fincc chance does us togdher brin^ 
And you fo well can pipe; att* I can fiiig, ■ ^ ' 
Why fit we not beneath this fecret'fbaite, 
By elms anA hasels mingliDg branches tniKl^ ? 

MOPS 08. ' ;» • 

Your age commands reQ)e6b; ik<S^V<6hef;- • '' 
Whether you in this lonely copie will fhiy, * 

Where, wefteili winds- die bending biah^hes ihakoj ' ' 
And in their pky the lindes u « ctitrin make ( 
Or whether to tlUit fikiit caw you' go," ' 
The better choice ! fee how dM wilidnnet grofw 
Luxuriant roond^ and fee how wide thiyTj^feslUl^ji' •'• ^ 
And in the cave their purple cluHers ihed 1 

M EN A L' C A 8. 

Amyntas only dares contend with you* 

M o p s u 8« 
Why HOC as well contend with Phoebus too ? 



VIRGIL'S FIFTH ECLOGUE. i»« 

MXNALCA8. 

Begin, begin ; whether the mournful flame 
Of dying Phillis, whether Alcon*8 fame. 
Or Codnis' brawls, thy willing Muie provpke s 
Begin ; young Tityrus will tend the flock. 

M o P 8 u 8. 
Yes, I '11 begin, and the iad fong repeat. 
That on the beech's bark I lately writ. 
And ftt to fweeteft notes j yes, I '11 begin. 
And after that, bid you, Amyntas, fing. 

MENALCAS. 

As much as the moil humble fhrub that grows. 
Yields to the beauteous blulhes of the rofe. 
Or bending oiier3 to the olive tree ; 
So much, I judge, Amyntas yields to thee. 

M o p s u s. 
Shepherd, to this difcourfe here put an end. 
This' is the cave ; fit, and my verfe attend. 

M o p s u s. 
When the fad* fate of Daphnis reach'd their ears. 
The pit3ring nymphs diflblv'd in pious tears. 
Witnefs, ye hazels, for ye heard their cries j 
Witnefs, ye floods, fwoln with their weeping eyes. 
The mournful mother (on his body caft) 
The fad remains of her cold fon embrac'd^ 
And of th' unequal tyranny they us'd. 
The cruel gods and cruel ftars accused. 
Then did no fwain mind how his flock did thrivej^ 
Nor thirfly herds to the cold river drive ; 

K The 
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The generous horfe turn'd from frefli ftreams his head. 

And on the fweeteft graft reftisVi to feed*. * 

Daphnis, thy 4cath ev'n *ji*r<?feft lioftS moum'd) 

And hi^h and woods their cries and groans ntum^ii. 

Daphnis Armenian tigfers* ficrcencfs brolct, • 

And brought them willing to the facred yoke : 

Daphnis to Bacchus* worfhip did oprdaia 

The revels of his ciMifechrted train ; 

The reeling -priefts with vines atid ivy crown'd. 

And their long fpears with dufter»d branches bound. 

As vines the elm, as grapes the vine adorn, 

As buUs the herd, as fieWs the ripen'd corn ; 

Such grace, fuch oraament, wert thou to all 

That glory *d to be thine : fince thy fad fall 

No more Apollo his glad prefence yields, 

And Pales* felf forfakes her hated fields. 

Oft where the fineft barley we did few, 

Barren wild oats and hmrtful darnel grow ; 

And where foft violets did the vales adorn, 

The thiftle rifes, and the prickly thorn. 

Come, fhepherdsjitrow with flowers the hallow'd gnoand. 

The facred fountains with thick boughs furround ; 

Daphnis thefe rites requires : to Daphnis' praife, 

Shepherds, a tomb with this infcription raift ; 

** Here fam'<i from earth to heaven I Daphnis He 5 

" Fair was the flock I fed, but much more fairwsfc I.** 

MENALCA8. 

Such^ divide Poet, to my ravifli'd ears 

Arc the fwcct numbers of thy mournful verie. 

As 
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As to tir*d fwains foft flumbers on the grafs ; 
As frefheft fprings that through green meadows pais. 
To one that 's parch'd with thirfl and fummer's heat. 
In thee thy mafter does his 6qual meet : 
Whether your voice you try, 6r tune your reed, 
Bleft fwain, 'tis you alone can him fucceed ! 
Yet, as 1 can, I ih return will fing : 
I too thy Daphnis to the ftars will bring, 
I too thy Daphnis to the fta^s, with you. 
Will raife, for Daphnis lov'd Manalcis too. 

M o p s u 8. 
Is there a thing that I could more defire ? 
For neither can there be a fubjeft high^. 
Nor, if the praife of Stimichon be true, 
Can it, be better fung than 'tis by you ? 

MENALCAS. 

Daphnis now, wondering at the glorious (how, 
Through heaven's bright pavement does triumphant j 

And fees the moving clouds, and the fix'd ftarsbelotv: 
Therefore new joys make glad the woods, the plains, 
Pan and the Dryads, and the chearful fwains : 
The wolf no ambufh for the flock does lay, 
No cheating nets the harmlefs deer betray, 
Daphnis a general peace conmfsuids, and Nature does | 

obey. 

Hark ! the glad mountains raife to heaven their voice ! 
Hark ! the hard rocks in mylHc tunes rejoice ! 
Hark ! through the thickets wondrous fongs refoiind, 
A God ! A God! Mcnalcas, he is crown'd !* * 
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O be propitious ! O be good to thine ! 

See I here four hallow'd altars we defigOy 

To Daphnis t\vo, to Phoebus two we raife. 

To pay the yearly tribute of our praife : 

Sacred to thee, they each returning year 

Two bowls of milk and two of oil ihall bear > 

Feafls I '11 ordain, and to thy deathlefs praiie 

Thy votaries* exalted thoughts to raiie, 

Rich Chian wines ihall in full goblets flow. 

And give a tafte of Neftar here below. 

Damxtas fhall with Li£tian ^gon join* 

To celebrate with fongs the rites divine. 

Alphiiibxus with a reeling gait 

Shall the wild Satyrs' dancing imitate. 

When to the nymphs we vows and oflerings pay. 

When we with folemn rites our fields furvcy, 

Thefe honours ever ihall be thine : the boar 

Shall in the fields and hills delight no more ; 

No more in ilreams the filh, in flowers the bee. 

Ere, Daphnis, we forget our fbngs to thee : 

Offerings to thee the ihepherds every year 

Shall, as to Bacchus and to Ceres, bear : 

To thee, as to thofe Gods, ihall vows be made. 

And vengeance wait on thofe by whom they are not ps 

M 9 p s u 8. 
What prefent worth thy verfe can Mopfus find ? 
Not the foft whifpers of the Southern wind 
So much delight my ear, or charm my mind ; 
Not funding ibores beat by the murmuring tide. 
Nor rivgrs that through ilony vallies glide. 

Vl¥.VilLC 
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M E N A L C AS. 

Fifft yoti this pipe fhall take ; and 'tis the fame 
That play'd poor Corydon's * unhappy flame : 
The fame that taught me Melibaeus' f iheep. 

M o P s u s. 
You then fhall for my fake this fheephook keep, 
Adom'd with brafs, which I have oft deny'd 
To young Antigenes in his beauty's pride : 
And who could think he then in vain could fue } 
Yet him I would deny, and freely give it you. 



TO MR. WALLER, 

UPON THE 

Copy of Verfes made by himfelf on the laft 
Copy in his Book i* 
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"^T rHEN fliame, for all my foolifh youth had writ, 
^^ Advis'd 'twas time the rhyming trade to quit. 
Time to grow wife, and be no more a wit — 
The noble fire, that animates thy age. 
Once toore inllam'd me with poetic rage* 
Kings, heroes, nymphs, the brave, the fair, the young. 
Have been the theme of thy immortal fong : 
A nobler argument at laft thy MuTe, 
Two things Divine, Thee and Herfelf, does chufe^ . 

* Virg. Eel. ii. f Eel. iii. 

J See Waller** Poems. 
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, Age, whofe dull weight makes vulgar fpirits bend. 
Gives wings to thine, and bids it upward texid : 
No more confin'd, above the ftarry fkies. 
Out from the body's broken cage it flies. 
But, oh ! vouchfafe, not wholly to retire, 
To join with and compleat th' ethcrial choir ! 
Still here remain ; Aill on the threfhold (hind ; 
Still at this difiance view the promised land ; 
Though thou may*ft feem, fo heavenly is thy fenle, 
Not going thither^ but new come from thence. 

A SONG. 

I. 

AFTER tbe fierceft pangs of hot defure. 
Between Panthea*s rifing breads 
His bendirig breaft Philander refts ,• 
Though vanquiftiM, yet unknowing to retire : 
Cloft hugs the charmer, and afham*d to yield, 
TJiough Ke has loft the day, yet keeps the field. 

11. 
When, with a figh, the fair Panthea faid, 
> • What pity 'tis, ye gods, that all 
The noblcft warriors fooneft fall ! 
Then with a kifs fhc gently rear'd his head j 
Arm'd him again to fight, for nobly flie 

More lov*d the combat than the vi6lory. 

* 

III. But, 



A SONG. 1^5 

IIL 
But, more eivrag*d for being beat before. 

With all his ibreagth he does prepai;e 

More fiercely to renew die war ; 
Nor ccas*d he till the noble prize he bore : 
£v'n her Aich wondrous courage did furpnz« ; 
5he hugs the dart that wounded her, and dies. 
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•T'HROUGH mournful fhades, and folitary groves, 
"*■ Fanned with the fighs of unfuccefsful loves. 

Wild with dcfpair, young Thyrfis ftrays. 
Thinks over all Amyra's heavenly charms. 
Thinks he now fees her in another's arms; 

Then at fome willow's root himfelf he lays. 
The lovelieft, moft unhappy fwain j 
And thus to the wild woods he does complain : 

II. 
How art thou chang'd, O Thyrfis, fince the time 
When thou cpuld'ft love and hope without a crime ; 

When Nature's pride and Earth's delight, 
As through her lha<ily evening grove Ihe paft,^ 
And a new day did all around her caft. 

Could fee, nor be offended at the fight, 
The melting, figl^in^, ^ifiiing fwain, : 

That now muft xievei; ha^ to wiih again ! . 
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III. 
Riches and titles ! why (hould they prevail. 
Where duty, love, and adoration, fail ? 

Lovely Amyra, fhouldil thou prize 
The empty noife that a fine title makes ; 
Or the viJc tra(h that with the vulgar takes. 

Before a heart that bleeds for thee, and diet ? 
Unkind ! but pity the poor (wain 
Your rigour kills, nor triumph o*cr the flain. 



A SONG. 

I. 

Q ££ what a conqueft love has made I 
^ Beneath the myrtle's amorous (hade 
The charming fair Corinna lies 

All melting in deiire. 
Quenching in tears thofe flowing eyes 

That fet the world on fire ! 
• II. 
What cannot tears and beauty do ? 
The youth by chance ftood by, and knew 
For whom thofe cryflal (breams did flow ; 

And though he ne'er before 
To her eyes brighteft rays did bow. 

Weeps too, and does adore« 
III. 
So when the heavens ferene and clear. 
Gilded with gaudy light appear,, 
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Bach craggy rock, and every ftone. 

Their native rigour keep ; 
But when in rain the clouds fail down. 

The hardeft marble weeps. 



TO MR, HENRY DICKINSON^ 

ON HIS TRANSLATION OP 

** Simon's Critical Hiftory of the Old Tcftament/* 

WH AT fenfelefs loads have over-charg'd the prefs. 
Of French impertinence, in Englilh drefs ! 
How many dull tranflators every day 
Bring new fupplies of novel, farce, or play ! 
Like damn'd French penfioners, with foreign aid 
Their native land with nonfenfe to invade, 
Till we 're o'er-run more with the wit of France, 
Her naufeous wit, than with her Proteftants. 
But, Sir, this noble piece obligeth more 
Than all their traih hath plagu'd the town before : 
With various learning, knowledge, ftrength of thought. 
Order and art, and folid judgement fraught ; 
Ko lefs a piece than this could make amends 
For all the trumpery France amongft us fends. 
Nor let ill -grounded fuperftitious fear 
Fright any but the fools from reading here. 
The (acred oracles may weU endure 
T&' cxa£left iearch^ of their own truth fecure ; 
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Though at this piece fomc noify xealots bawl, 

And to their aid a numerous fa6kion call 

With {Iretch'd-ouc suuns, as if the ark could fall ; 

Yet wifer heads will think fo firm it ftands. 

That, were it (hooky 'twould need no mortal hands. 
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TO MR. D R Y D E N, 
On his "Troilus and Cressida," 1679. 

AND will our Matter Poet then admit 
•^^ A young beginner in the trade of wit, 
To bring.a plain and ruilic Mufe, to wait 
On his in all her glorious pomp and ibte f 
Can an unknown, unheard-of, private name. 
Add any lullre to fo bright a fame h 
Ko I fooner planets tp the fun may giv« 
That light which they themfclves from hi«i dejriv?*. 
Nor could, my fickly fancy entertain 
A thought fo foolilh, or a pride fo vain. 
But, as when kings through crowds in triumphs go, 
fhc meaneft wretch that gazes at the fliow. 
Though to that pomp his voice can add no more^^ 
Than when we drops into the ocean pour. 
Has leave his tongue in praifes to employ • 
(Th' accepted language of Officious joy) 5 
So I in loud applaufcs may reveal 
To you,, great King of Verfex pay loypl.^^aJi, 
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May tell \vi^ «iduit majeflic grace and mica 
Your Milfe dil^ays herfelf in every fcene ; 
In what rich (obes ihe has fair Creffid dreft. 
And with what gentle fires inflamed her breaft. 
How when, thofe fading eyes her aid implor'd. 
She all their iparkling luftre has reilor'd. 
Added more charms, frefh beauties on them flied. 
And to new youth recall'd the lovely maid. 
How nobly fhe the royal brothers draws j 
How great their qaiarrcl, and how great their caufe I 
How juftly rais'd ! and by what juft degrees, 
In a fweet calm does the rough tcmpeft ceafe ! 
Envy not now " the God-like Roman's rage j** 
He6tor and Troilus, darlings of our age, 
Shall hand in hand with Brutus tread the ftagc. 

Shakefpeare, *tis true, this tale of Troy firft told,"! 
But, as with Ennius Virgil did of old, 
You found it dirt, but you have made it gold, 
A dark and undigefted heap it lay, 
Like Chaos ere the dawn of infant day, 
But you did firil the chearful light dilplay. 
Confus'd it was as Epicurus' world 
Of Atoms, by blind Chance together huil'd. 
But you have made fuch order through it fliiuc 
As loudly fpeaks the workmanlhip divinCi 

Boaft then, OTroy ! and triumph in thy flames, 
Tliat make thee fung by three fuch mighty names. 
Had ^lium ftood. Homer had ne'er been r^d, 
Nor the fwee; Maatuan fws^ his wings difylay'd, 

Noe 
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Nor thouy the diird, bat equal in renofvnit 
Thy matchlefs (kill in this greit fvHajtSt §ujwtu . 
Not Priam's felf, nor all die Trojan fiate. 
Was worth the faving at (b dear a rate. 
But they now flourifhy by you mighty three. 
In verfe more lafting than their walls could be s 
Which never, never fhall like them decay. 
Being built by hands divine as well as they ; 
Never till, our great Charles being fung by you, 
Old Troy (hall grow lefs famous than the New. 

PARIS TO HELEN. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID'S EPISTLES. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Paris, having failed to Sparta for the obtaining of Helcn^ 
whom Venus had promifcd him as the reward of his 
adjudging the Prize of Beauty to her, was nobly there 
entertained by Mcoelaus, Helen's hufband ; but he, 
being called away to Crete, to take pofleflion of what 
was left him by his grand-father Atreus, commends 
his gueft to the care of his wife. In his abfence Paris 
courts her, and writes to her the following epifile. 

AL L health, fair nymph, thy Paris (ends to thee. 
Though you, and only you, can give it me. 
Shall I then fpeak ? or is it needlefs grown 
To tell a pa/fion that itfelf has fhowi^ ? 
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Does not my love itielf too open lay. 
And all I think in all I do betray ? 
If not, oh ! may it ftill in iecret lie» 
Till Time with our kind wilhcs fhall comply; 
Till all our joys may to us come iincere^ 
Nor lofe their price by the allay of fear! 
In vain I ftrive j who can that fire conceal. 
Which does itfelf by its own light reveal ? 
But, if you needs would hear my trembling tongue 
Speak what my actions have declared fo long, 
I love ; you 've there the word that does impart 
The trueft meifage from my bleeding heart : 
Forgive me. Madam, that I thus confefs 
To you, my fair phyfician, my difeafc. 
And with fuch looks this fuppliant paper grace 
As beft become the beauties of that foce. 
May that fmooth brow no angry wrinkle wear. 
But be your looks as kind as they are fair. 
Some pleafure 'tis to think thefe lines (hall find 
An entertainment at your hands (b kind. 
For this creates a hope, that I too may, 
Receiv'd by you, as happy be as they. 
Ah ! may that hope be true ! nor I complain 
That Venus promised you to me in vain : 
For know, left you through ignorance ofiend 
The gods, 'tis heaven that me does hither fend. 
None of the meaneft of the powers divine. 
That firft infpir'd, ftill favours my defign. 
Great is the prize I feek, I muft confefs, 
But neither is my due or merit lefs s 



f4'2 i> t; K fi's Poems. 

Venus has prorais'd "(he would you affign. 
Fair as herfelf, to be for c>cr mine. 
Guided by her, ray Troy I left for thee. 
Nor fear'd the dangers of the faithlefs lea. 
She, with a kind and an aufpicious gale. 
Drove the good fliip> and ftretch*d out every fail ; 
For (he, who fprung out of the teeming deep. 
Still o'er the main does her wide empire keep. 
Still may Ihe keep it ! and as (he with eafe 
Allays the wrath of the moft angry leas, 
^o may Ihe give my ftormy mind fortie reft. 
And calm the raging tempeft of my breaft. 
And bring home all my fighs and all my vows 
To their wifh*d harbour and defir*d repofet 

Hither my flames I brought, not found them hew 
I my whole courfc by their kind light did fteer : 
For I by no miflake or ftorm was toft 
Againft my will upon this happy eoaft. 
Kor as a merchant did I plow the main 
To venture life, like fordid fbols, for ^hj. 
No i may the gods preferve my prefect ftore, 
And only give me you to make it more { 
Nor to admire the place came I fo far ; 
I have towns richer than your cities ai^e. 
'Tis you I fcek, to me from Venus due ; 
You were my wi(h, before your charms I knew. 
Bright images of you my mind did draw, 
Long ere my eyes the lovely objeft faw. 
Nor wonder that, with the fwift-winged dart, 
At fuch a diiiance you could wonxid my heart : 
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So Fate ordain'fl f and left you fight with Fate, 
Hear and believe the truth I fliall relate. 

Now in my mother's womb fhut up I lay. 
Her fatal burthen longing for the day, 
When (he in a myftcrious dream was told, 
Her teeming womb a burning torch did liold 1 
Frighted fhe rifes, and her vifion Ihc 
To Priam tells, and to his prophets he j 
They fmg that I all Troy Ihouid fet on fire : 
But fure Fate meant the fiames of my defire. 
For fear of this, among the fwains cxpos'd. 
My- native greatncfs every thing difclos'd. 
Beauty, and llrength, and courage, join'd in one> 
Through all difguife, fpoke me a monarch's fon. 
A place there is in Ida's thickeft grove, 
With oaks, and fir-trees (haded all above. 
The grals here grows untouch'd by bleating flockl. 
Or mountain goat, or the laborious ox. 
FrOha hence Troy's towers, magnificence, and pride, 
■Leaning a^inft an aged oak, I fpy'd. 
When ftraight methought I heard the trembling ground 
With the (Irange noife of trampling feet refound. 
In the fame inftant Jove's great meffenger, 
On all his wings borne through the yielding air, 
Lighting before my wondering eyes did ftand. 
His golden rod flione in his facred hand : 
With him three charming godde(rcs there came, 
Juno, and Pallas, and the Cyprian dame. 
With an unufual fear I (lood amaz'd. 
Till thus the god my finking courage rais'd ; 
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«* Fear not ; thou art Jove's fubftxtuft below, 
«* The prize of heavenly beauty to beflow j 
*' Contending goddefTes appeal to you, 
<< Decide their ftrife." He fpake, and up he flew. 
Then, bolder grown, I throw my fears away. 
And every one with curious eyes furvey r 
Aach of them merited the viftory. 
And I their doubtful judge was griev'd to fee, 
That one muft have it, when deferv*d by three. 
But yet that one there was which moft prevail'd. 
And with more powerful charms my heart aiTail'd : 
Ah ! would yoii know who thus my breaft could niov« 
Who could it be but the fair Queen of Love ? 
With mighty bribes they all for conqueft ibive, 
Juno will empires, Pallas valour give, 
Whilft I ftand doubting which I ihould prefer. 
Empire's foft eafe, or glorious toils of War ; 
But Venus gently fmil'd, and thus ihe fpake ; 
" They 're dangerous gifts : O do not, do not take I 
*' I *11 make thee Love's immortal pleafures know, 
" And joys that in full tides for ever flow. 
** For, if you judge the conqueft to be mine, 
" Fair Leda's fairer daughter (hall be thine." 
She fpake ; and I gave her the conqueft due, 
Both to her beauty, and her gift of you. 

Meanwhile (my angry ftars more gentle grown) 
I am acknowledg'd royal Priam's fon. 
All the glad court, all Troy does celebrate. 
With a new feftival, my change of fate. 

Ai 
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And as I now languilh and die for thee. 
So did the beauties of all Troy for me. 
You o*eir a heart with fovereign power do reign j ' 
For which a thoufand virgins figh*d in vain : 
Nor did queens only fly to my embrace, 
But nymphs of form divine, and heavenly race, 
I all their loves with cold difdain reprefl, 
Since hopes of you firft fir'd my longing brealh 
Your charming form all day my fancy drew, 
And when night came, my dreams were all of you. 
What plcafures then muft you yourfelf impart, 
Whofc ihadows only fo furpriz'd my heart ! 
And oh ! how did I burn approaching nigher. 
That was fo fcorch'd by fo remote a fire ! 

For now no longer could my hopes refrain 
From (eeking their wifh*d objeft through the main. 
I fell the ftately pine, and every tree 
That beft was fit to cut the yielding fea, 
Fetch'd from Gargarian hills, tall firs I cleave, 
And Ida naked to the winds I leave. 
Stiff oaks I bend, and folid planks I form. 
And every fliip with well-knit ribs I arm. 
To the tall maft I fails and dreamers join, 
And the gay poops with painted gods do Ihinc. 
But on my ihip docs only Venus ftand 
With little Cupid fmiling in her hand. 
Guide of the way fhe did herfelf command. 
My fleet thus rigg'd, and all my thoughts on thee, 
I long to plow the vaft -^gean fea ; 

L My 
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My anxious parents my dcfires withdand, 

And both with pious tears my fhiy command. 

CafTandra too, with loofe difhevel'd hair, 

Juil as our hafty ihips to fail prepare, 

Full of prophetic fury cries aloud, 

" O whither ftcers my brother through the flood ? 

" Little, ah ! little doft thou know or heed 

*' To what a raging fire thcfe waters lead !" 

True were her fears, and in my breaft I feel 

The fcorching flames her fury did foretcl. 

Yet out I fail, and, favoured by the wind. 

On your blcfl fhore my wifli'd-for haven find ; 

Your hufband then, fo heaven, kind heaven ordains* 

In his own houfe his rival entertains, 

Shews me whatever in Sparta does delight 

The furious traveler's enquiring fight : 

But I, who only long'd to gaze on you. 

Could tafle no pleafure in the idle fhew. 

But at thy fight, oh ! where was then my heart f 

Out from my breafl it gave a fudden flart. 

Sprung forth and met half way the fatal dart. 

Such or lefs charming was the Queen of Love, 

When with her rival goddefles fhe flrove. 

But, fairefl, hadfl thou come among the three, 

Ev*n fhe the prize mufl have refign'd to thee. 

Y«ur beauty is the only theme of fame. 

And all the world founds with fair Helen's name : 

Nor lives there fhe whom pride itfelf can raife 

T0 claim with you an equal ihare of praife. 

Do 
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Do I {peak falfe ? Rather Report does Co, 
Dctrafting from you in a praife too low. 
More here I find than that could ever tell. 
So much your beaut)- does your fame excel. 
Well iheo might Thefeus, he who all things knew. 
Think none was worthy of his theft but you j 
I this bold theft admire j but wonder more 
He ever would (b dear a prize reftorc : 
Ah ! would thefe hands have ever let you go } 
Or could I live, and be divorcM from you ? 
No ; fooner I with life itfelf could part, 
Than e'er fee you torn from my bleeding heart. 
But could I do as he, and give you back, 
Yet Aire fome tafte of love I firft would take. 
Would firft, in all your blooming excellence 
And vli-gin (weets, feaft my luxurious fenlc j 
Or if you would not let that treafure go, 
KifTes at Icaft you fhould, you would beftow, 
And let me fmell the flower as it did grow. 
Come then into my longing arms, and try 
My lafting, fixM, eternal conftancy. 
Which never till my funeral pile fliall wafte ; 
My prefent fire fhall mingle with my lad. 
Sceptres and crowns for you I did difdain. 
With which great Juno tempted me in vain. 
And when i 
One foft embrace 
To courage, 

Nor fhall I ever think my choice was ill, 
My judgement 's fettled, and approves it ftill. 

La ^^ 
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:n great juno remprea me m vam. 

1 bright Pallas did her bribes prepare, ^ 

:mbrace from you I did prefer f 

e, ftrength, and all the pomp of war. J 
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Do you but grant my hopes may prove as true. 
As they were placM above all things but you* 
I am, as well as you, of heavenly race. 
Nor will my birth your mighty line difgrace. 
Pallas and Jove our noble lineage head. 
And them a race of god-like kings fucceed. 
All Afia's fceptres to my father bow. 
And half the fpacious Eaft his power allow. 
There you (hall fee the houfes roof *d with gold. 
And temples glorious as the gods they hold. 
Troy you fhall fee, and walls divine admire. 
Built to the concert of Apollo's lyre. 
What need I the vaft flood of people tell, 
That over its wide banks does almoft fwell ? 
You fhall gay troops of Phrygian matrons meet. 
And Trojan wives (hining in every fbeet. 
How often then will you yourfelf confefs 
The emptinefs and poverty of Greece ! 
How often will you fay, one palace there 
Contains more wealth than do whole cities here ! 
I fpeak not this, your Sparta to difgrace, 
For wherefbe'er your life began its race 
Muft be to me the happiefl, dearefl place. 
Yet Sparta 's poor ; and you, that fhould be dreft 
In all the riches of the fhining £afl. 
Should underfland how ill that fordid place 
Suits with the beauty of your charming face ; 
That face with coftly drefs and rich attire 
Should ihine, and make the gazing world admire. 

Whea 
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When you the habit of my Trojans fee, 
What, think you,* muft that of their ladies be ? 
Oh ! then be kind, fair Spartan, nor difdain 
A Trojan in your bed to entertain. 
He was a Trojan, and of our great line. 
That to the gods does mix immortal wine ; 
Tithonus too, whom to her rofy bed 
The goddefs of the Morning blulhing led j 
So was Anchifes of our Trojan race, 
Yet Venus' felf to his defir'd embrace, 
With all her train of little Loves, did fly, 
And in his arms leam'd for a while to lie. 
Nor do I think that Menelaus can. 
Compared with me, appear the greater man. ^ 
I 'm fure my father never made the fun 
With frighted deeds from his dire banquet run : 
No grandfather of mine is ftain'd with blood, 
Or with his crime i^ames the Myrtoan flood. 
None of our race does in the Stygian lake 
Snatch at thofe apples he wants power to take. 
But day $ flnce you with fuch a hufband join. 
Your father Jove is forc'd to grace his line. 

He (gods !) a wretch unworthy of thofe charms 
Does all the night lie melting in your arms. 
Does every minute to new joys improve, 
And riots in the lufcious fweets of love. 
1 but at table one fhort view can gain. 
And that too, only to encreafe my pain : 
O may fuch feafls my worft of foes attend. 
As often I at your fprcad table find. 

L 3 WqwSsv 



150 D U K £'$ POEMS. 

I loath my food, vfhcn my tormented eye 

Sees his jude hand in your foft bofom lie. 

I burft with envy when I him behold 

Your tender limbs in his loo(e robe infold. 

When hfi your lips with melting kiifes feal'd^ 

Before my eyes I the large goblet held. 

When you with him in ftri^ embraces cio(e^ 

My hated meat to my dry*d palate grows. 

Oft have I figh'd, then (igh'd again, to ^ee 

That figh with fcomful fmiles repaid by thee. 

Oft I with wine would quench my hot delire 

In vain ; for fo I added fire to fire. 

Oft have I turned away my head in vain. 

You ftraight recalled my longing eyes again. 

What fhall I do ? Your fports with grief I ice, 

But it *s a greater, not to look on thee. 

With all my art I flrive my flames to hide, 

But through the thin dilguife they are dcfcry'd. 

Too well, alas ! my wounds to you are known. 

And O that they were fo to you alone ! 

How oft turn I my weeping eyes away. 

Left he the caufe (hould afk, and I betray ! 

What tales of love tell I, when warm*d with wine. 

To your dear face applying every line ! 

In borrowM names I my own pailion fliew : 

They the feign'd lovers are, but I the true. 

Sometimes, more freedom in difcourfe to gain. 

For my excufe I drunkennefs would feign. 

Once I remember your loofe garment fell, 

And did your naked, fwelling breafts reveal, 

^ Brea 
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Bieafts white as ihow, or the falfe down of Jove, 
When to your mother the kind Swan made loyc : 
Whilfty with the fight furpriz'd, I gazing fland. 
The cup I held dropt from my carelefs hand. 
If you your young Hermione but kifs, 
Straight from her lips I Ihatch the envy'd blifs* 
Sometimes fupinely laid, love fongs I iingy 
And wafted kijOTes from my fingers fling. 
Your women to my aid I try to move 
With all the powerful rhetorick of love ; 
But they, alas ! fpeak nothing but deipair. 
And in the midft leave my negle6^ed prayer. 
Oh ! that by fome ^reat prize you might be won, 
And your polTelfion might the vi£lor crown. 
As Pelops his Hippodamia won : 
Then had you feen what I for you had done t 
But now I 've nothing left to do but pray. 
And myfelf proftrate at your feet to lay. 
O thou, thy houfe's glory, brighter far 
Than thy two Ihining brothers' friendly ftar ! 

worthy of the bed of Heaven's great King, 
If aught fo fair but from himfelf could fjpring ! 
Either with thee I back to Troy will fly. 

Or here a wretched banifli'd lover die. 

With no flight wound my tender breaft docs fmart. 

My bones and marrow feel the piercing dart; 

1 find my fifter true did prophefy, 

I with a heavenly dart fliould wounded die ; 
Defpife not then a love by heaven defign'd, 
So may the gods flill to your voWs be kind ! 

L 4 Much 
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Much I could fay ; but what, will bcft be kn«" '\\ 
In your apartment, when we are alone. 
You Wufli, and, with a fuperftitious dread, 
F«ar to defile the facred marriage bed : 
Ah ! Helen, can you then fo fimple be. 
To think fuch beauty can from faults be free ? 
Or change that face, or you muft needs be kind ; 
Beauty and Virtue feldom have been join'd. 
Jove and bright Venus do our thefts approve. 
Such thefts as thefe gave you your father Jove. 
And if in you aught of your parents laft. 
Can Jove and Leda's daughter well be chafte ? 
Yet thdh be chafte when we to Troy (hall go 
(For (he who fins with one alone, is fo). 
But let us now enjoy that pleafing fin. 
Then marry, and be innocent again. 
£v'n your own huiband doth the fame perfuade^ 
Silent himfelf, yet all his aftions plead : 
For me they plead, and he, good man ! becaufe 
He '11 fpoil no fport, officioufly withdraws. 
Had he no other time to vifit Crete ? 
Oh ! how prodigious is a huiband's wit ! 
He went; and, as he went, he cry*d, " My dear^ 
** Inftead of me, you of your gueft take care !** 
But you forget your lord's command, I fee, 
Nor take you any care of Love or Me. 
And think you fuch a thing as he does know 
The treafure thit he holds in holding you ? 
No ; did he underfiand but half your charms. 
He durft not truft theoo in a ftranger's arms. 
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If neither his nor my rcqucft can move, 

We *re forc'd by opportunity to love ; 

We Ihould be fools, ev'n greater fools than he. 

Should {b.fecure a time una6live be. 

Alone thefe tedious winter nights you lie 

In a cold widow'd bed, and fo do I. 

Let mutual joys our willing bodies join, 

That happy night (hall the mid-day out-fhinff. 

Then will I fwear by all the powers above, 

And in their awful prefence feal my love. 

Then, if my wifhes may afpire fo high, 

I with our flight fliall win you to comply ; 

But, if nice honour little fcruples frame. 

The force I *11 ufe Ihall vindicate your fame. 

Of Thefeus and your brothers I can learn, 

Ko precedents fo nearly you concern : 

You Thefeus, they Leucippus' daughter ilole; 

I *11 be the fourth in the illuftrious roll. 

Well mann'd, well arm'd, for you my fleet does ftay, 

And waiting winds murmur at our delay. 

Through Troy's throng'd ftreets you ihall in triumph go^ 

Ador'd as fome new goddefs here below. 

Where'er you tread, fpices and gums ihall fmoke. 

And vi6tim^ fall beneath the fatal flroke. 

My father, mother, all the joyful court, 

All Troy, to you with prefents ihall refort. 

Alas ! 'tis nothing what I yet have faid j 

What there you Ul find, ihall what I write exceed. 

Nor fear, left war purfue our hafty flight. 

And angry Greece ihould all her force unite. 



1 



154 D U K E'S P O E MS. 

What ravifh'cl maid did ever wars regain ? 

Vain the attempt, and fear of it as vain. 

The Thracians Orithya ftole from far, 

Yet Thrace ne'er heard the noife of foUowii^ wur. 

Jaibn too ilolc away the Colchian maid. 

Yet Colchos did not Theflaly invade. 

He who ftole you, ftole Ariadne too, 

Yet Minos did not with all Crete purfue. 

Ffar in thefe cafes than the danger 's more. 

And, when the threatening tempeft once is o*cr. 

Our ihame 's then greater than our fear before. 

But fay from Greece a threaten'd war purfue, 

Know I have ftrength and wounding weapons too* 

In men and horfe more numerous than Greece 

Our empire is, nor in its compafs iefs. 

Nor does your huftand Paris aught excel 

In generous courage, or in martial ikill. 

Ev'n but a boy, from my flain foes I gain*d 

My ftolen herd, and a new name attained ; 

Ev'n then, o'ercome by me, I could produce 

DeYphobus and great Ilioneus. 

Nor hand to hand more to be fear'd am I, 

Than when from far my certain arrows fly. 

You for his youth can no fuch actions feign, 

Nor can he e'er my envy'd ikill attain. 

But could he, Hedtor 's your fccurity. 

And he alone an army is to me. 

You know me not, nor the hid prowefs End 

Of him that heaven has for your bed defign'd. 

Either 
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Either no war from Greece (hall follow thee. 
Or, if it does, fhall be repell'd by me. 
Nor think I fear to fight for fuch a wife. 
That prize would give the coward's courage life. 
All after-ages ihall your fame admire. 
If you alone fet the whole world on fire. 
To fca, to fca, while all the gods are kind, 
And all I promiie, yoa in Troy fhall find. 



THE EPISTLE 

O F 

ACONTIUS TO CYDIPPE. 

TRANSLATED FROM OVID. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Acontius in the temple of Diana at Dclos (famous 
for the refort of the moft beautiful virgins of all 
Greece) fell in love with Cydippe, a lady of quality 
much above his own ; not daring therefore to court 
her openly, he found this device to obtain her : he 
writes, upon the fairefl apple that could be procured, 
a couple of verfes to this efle6^ : 

" I fwear, by chafte Diana, I will be 
** In facred wedlock ever join'd to thcc :" 
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and throws it at the feet of the young lady j flie, 
fufpefting not the deceit, takes it up and reads it, 
and therein promifes herfelf in marriage to Aeon ti us ; 
there' being a law there in force, that whatever any 
perfon fhould fwear in the temple of Diana of Delos, 
fliould ftand good, and be inviolably obferved : but 
her father, not knowing what had pad, and having 
not long after promifed her to another, juft as the 
folcmnities of marriage were to be performed, fhe 
was taken with a fuddcn and violent fever, which 
Acontius endeavours to perfuade her was ient from 
Diana, as a punilhment of the breach of the vow 
made in her prefence. And this, with the reft of the 
arguments which on fuch occafion would occur to a 
lover, is the fubjedl of the following epiitle. 



TjU EAD boldly this; here you fliall fwear no more, 

•*-^ For that 's enough which you have fvvorn before. 

Read it; fo may that violent difeafe, 

Which thy dear body, but my foul dotli feize. 

Forget its too-long pra6lis*d cruehy. 

And health to you reftore, and you to me. 

Why do you blufli ? for blufh you do, I fear, 

As when you firft did in the temple fwear : 

Truth to your plighted faith is all I claim. 

And truth can never be the caufe of Ihame : 

Shame lives with guilt j but you your virtue prove 

In favouring mine, for mine 's a huibaad's love. 

Ah! 
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Ah ! to yourlelf thofe binding words repeat 

That once your wifliing eyes ev'n long'd to meet. 

When th* apple brought them dancing to your feet. 

There you will, find the foiemn vow you made. 

Which if your health or mine can aught perfwade. 

You to perform fhould rather mindful be, 

Than great Diana to revenge on thee. 

My fears for you increafe with my defire. 

And Hope blows that already raging fire ; 

For hope you gave, nor can you this deny. 

For the great Goddefs of the fane was by j 

She was, and heard, and from her hallow 'd ihrine 

A fudden kind aufpicious light did Ihine : 

Her flatue feem'd to nod its awful head, 

And give its glad confent to what you faid ; 

Now, if you pleafe, accufe my profperous cheat, 

Yet (lill confefs 'twas Love tliat taught mc it : 

In that deceit what did I elfe defign 

But with your own confent to make you mine ? 

What you my crime, I call my innocence. 

Since loving you has been my fole offence. 

Nor Nature gaVe mc, nor has pra6tice taught. 

The nets with which young virgins' heans are caught. 

You my accufer taught me to deceive. 

And Love, with you, did his afTifiance give ; 

For Love ftood by, and fmiling bad me write 

The cunning words he did himfelf indite : 

Again, you fee, I write by his command. 

He guides my pen> and rules my willing hand, 

Agaii^ 
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Again fuch kind, fuch loving words I (end. 

As makes mc fear that I again offend : 

Yet, if my love *s my crime, I muft confeTt, 

Great is my guih, but never (hall be lefs. 

Oh that I thus might ever guilty prove, 

In finding out new paths to reach thy love ? 

A thoufand ways to that ftcep mountain lead. 

Though hard to find, and difficult to tread. 

All thcfe will I find out, and break through all. 

For which, my flames comparM, the danger 's imall. 

The gods alone know what the end will be, 

Yet, if we mortals any thing forefee, 

One way or other you muft yield to me. 

If all my arts (hould fail, to arms I *I1 fly. 

And fnatch by force what you my prayers deny : 

I all thofe heroes nwghty z&s applaud, 

Who firft have led mc this illuftrious road. 

I too— but hold, death the reward will be; 

Death be it then ! 
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For to lofe you is more than death to me. 

Were you lefs fair, I'd ufe the vulgar way 
Of tedious courtiliip, and of dull delay. 
But thy bright form kindles more eager fires. 
And fomething wondrous as itfelf infpires; 
Thofe eyes that all the heavenly lights out-(hine, 
(Which, oh ! may 'ft thou behold and love in mine !) 
Thofe fnowy arms, which on my neck ihould fall, 
If you the vows you mdde regard at all. 
That modeft fweetnefs and becoming grace, 
That paints with living red ^our blaftiing face, 
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Thofe feet, with which they only can compare. 

That through the filvcr flood bright Thetis bcv : 

Do all confpire my madnefs to excite, 

With all the reft that is deny*d to fight : 

Which could I praifc, alike I then were Weft, 

And all the ftorms of my vex*d foul at reft : 

No wonder then if, with fuch beauty fir*d, 

I of your love the facred pledge defir'd. 

Rage now, and be as angry as you will, 

Your very frowns all others' fmiles excel ; 

But give me leave that anger to appeafe, 

By my fubmiffion that my love did raife. 

Your pardon proftrate at your feet I '11 crave. 

The humble pofturc of your guilty (lave. 

With falling tears your fiery rage I *11 cool, 

And lay the rifmg tempeft of yoiJr fbuL 

Why in my abfence are you thus fevere ? 

Summoned at your tribunal to appear 

For all my crimes, I M gladly fuffer there : 

With pride whatever you infli6b receive, 

And love the wounds tliofe hands vouchfafe to give. 

Your fetters too-. — but they, alas ! are vain, 

For Love has bound me, and I hug my chain 8 

Your hardeft laws with patience I *11 obey. 

Till you yourfelf at laft relent, and (ay, 

When all my fufferings you with pity fee, 

" He that can love fo well, is worthy me !** 

But, if all this ihould unfuccefsful prove, 

Diana claims for me your promised love^ 

Omttf 
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may my fears be falfc ! yet fhe delights 
In juft revenge of her abufed rites. 

1 dread to hide, what yet to fpeak 1 dread. 
Left you (houid think that for myfelf I plead. 
Yet out it muft : — *Tis this, 'tis furely this. 
That is the fuel to your hot difeafe : 

When waiting Hymen at your porch attends. 
Her fatal meflenger the goddefs fends ; 
And when you would to his kind call confent. 
This fever does your perjury prevent. 
Forbear, forbear, thus to provoke her rage. 
Which you fo eafily may yet aifuage ; 
Forbear to make that lovely charming' face 
The prey to every envious difeafe : 
Preferve thofe looks to be enjoy'd by m^, 
Which none fhould ever but with wonder fee»: 
Let that frefli colour to your cheeks return, 
Whofe glowing flame did all beholders bum : 
But let on him, th' unhappy caufe of all 
The ills that from Diana's anger fall. 
No greater torments light than thofe I feel. 
When you, my deareft, tendered part, are ill. 
For, Oh ! with what dire tortures am I rack'd. 
Whom diflerent griefs fucceffively diflxa6^ ! 
Sometimes my grief from this does higher grow. 
To think that I have caus*d fo much to you. 
Then, great Diana *s witnefs, how I pray 
That all our crimes on me alone (he'd lay ! 
Sometimes to your lov'd doors difguisd I come. 
And all ^ound them up and down I roam ; 
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Till I your woman comiiig from you fpy, 
With looks dejcfted, and a weeping eye. 
With filent fteps, like fome fad ghoft, I fteal . 
Clofc up to her, and urge her to reveal * 
More than new queftions fuffer her to tell : 
How you had llept, what diet you had us'd ? 
And oft the vainphyfkian's art accused. 
He every hour (oh, were I bleft as he !) 
Does all the turns of youv diftemper fee.. 
Why (it not I by your bed-fide all dayj 
My mournful head in your warm bofom hy. 
Till with my tears the inward fires decay ? 
Why prefs hot I your melting hand in mine. 
And from your pulfe of my own health diviiie?' 
But, oh! thelewifhes air are vain ; and he 
Whom moll I fear, may now fit dole by thee. 
Forgetful as thou art of heaven and me. 
He that lov'd hand doth prefs, and oft doth feign 
Some new excufe to feel thy beating vein. 
Then his bold hand up to your arm doth Aide, 
And in your panting breaft itfelf does hide ; 
KiiTes fometimes he fnatchesr too from thee,. 
For his officious care too great a fee. 
Robber, who gave thee leave to tade that lip-, 
And the ripe harv^ft of my kifles reap ? 
For they are mine, fo is that bofom too, 
Which, falfe as 'tis, (hall never harbour you : 
Take, take away thofe thy adulterous hands. 
For know, another lord that bread comma&dt;-' 

M rris 
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'Tis true, her fadW promised her to tkee. 
But heaven and flie firfl gare herielf to me : 
And you in juftice thei^fore (hould decline 
Tour claim to that which is akeady mine. 
This is the man, Cydtppci» diat cxCkes 
Diana's rage, to vindkate her rites. 
Command him then M>t to s^proach ^y door ; 
This done, the danger of your ^k&th k o'er. 
For fear not, beauteous maid^ but fcecp thy vow. 
Which great Diana heard, and did allow. 
And fhe wjho took it, vrill thy heahh reflare, 
And be propitious as ibe was before. 

" *Tis not the iftcatn of a flain licifefs blood 
** That can allay the an^r «f a God : 
" *Tis truth, and juftice toyourvo\v*i*4qapearc 
*• TJ^eiraiigry de^e^ j and without tliefe 
" No flaughter*d beaft their fury can divert, 
^ Fon^afs a ftcrifice without a heart." 

Some, bitter potions fiatiendy endure, 
And kifs iKe wounding knee that vforks their cure ; 
Yqu have no need theie crnel irures to fed. 
Shun being perjur'd only, and be well. 
Why let you ftill your pious parents weq>. 
Whom you in igiioiance -of your proqttie keep ? 
Oh ! to your mother aU our ilory tell. 
And the whole prQgiiels of our love reveil : 
Tell her how &e&, at;great Diana's fkrine, 
I fix'd my eyes, my wondering eyes, on thine z 
How like the ftatucs &crc I ftood amfi»^d, 
fVbil^ on thy face intempcrately I gaz'd. 

Sh< 
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She will hedelf, when you my tale repeat. 

Smile, and approve the amorous deceit. 

Marry, fhe '11 fay, whom heaven commends to thee. 

He, who has pleas'd Diana, pleafes me. 

But fhould flie aflt from what descent I came, 

My country, and my parents, and my name j 

Tejl her, tliat none of th^fe deferve my &amfi. 

Had you not fwcrn, you fuch a one might chufe ; 

But, were he worfe, now fworn, you can't rcfufc. 

This in my dreams Diana bade me write, 

And whe» I wak'd, fent Cupid to iijdite. 

Obey them bpth, for one has wounded me. 

Which wound if you with eyes of pity fce. 

She too will (bon relent that ^vpund£d thee^ 

Then to Q^r jgf.s with eager hafte we'll n^ovte,. 

As full of beauty you-, as I of love : 

To the great temple we 'U in triumph ^o. 

And with our offerings ^t the altar bow» 

A gokif^n image there I 'U cojniecrate, 

Qf the falfe Apple's innpi:£i^ deceit j 

And write below the happy verfe that c;ime 

The meffenger of my foccefeful flame. 

** Let all the world this from Acontius know,. 

** Cydippc has been faithful jtQ hor vow J* 

More I ^puld write ! but, foce thy illp^^ft Wg^^r 
And wracks thy tender Umbt with ibai^ftrpains. 
My pen falls down for fear, kft this might be. 
Although for me too Uttle,. yet. top giuph fpr jtjhe^ 
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JUVENAL, SAT. IV. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Th€ Poet in this fatire firft brings in Crifpinus, whom 
he had a lafh at in his firil fatire, and whom he pro- 
mifes here not to be forgetful of for the future. He 
cxpofes his monftrous prodigality and luxury, in 
giving the price of an eftate for a barbel : and from 
thence takes occafion to introduce the principal fub- 
je£k and true defign of this fatire , which is grounded 
=iipon a ridiculous flory of a turbot prefcnted to Do- 
Tnitian, of fo vaft a bignefs, that all the Emperor's 
fcullery had not a difh large enough to^feld it : Upon 
-which the fenate in all hafte is fummoned, to confult 
in this exigency, what is fitteft to be done. The 
Poet gives us a particular of the fenators* names, 
their diftinfk chara6):ers, and fpeechcs, and advice; 
and, after much and wife confultation, an expedient 
being found out and agreed upon, he difmiffes the 
fenate, and concludes the fktire. 

/^NCE more Crifpinus ciil'd upon the ftage 

^^ (Nor (hall once more fuffice) provokes my rager: 

A monftcr, to whom every vice lays claim. 

Without one virtue to redeem his fame. 

Feeble and fick, yet ftrong in luft alone. 

The rank adulterer preys on all the town, 

All but the widows' naufeous fharms go down. 

What 
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What matter ^hen how (lately is the arch . . 

Where his tir'd mules flow with their burden march ? 

What matter then how thick and long the ihade 

Through which he is by fweating flaves convey 'd? 

How many acres near the city walls, . 

Or new-built palaces, his own he calls ? . 

No ill man 's happy ; leaft of all is he 

Whofe ftudy 'tis to corrupt challity j 

Th' incefluous brute, who the veil'd veftal maid 

But lately to his impious bed betray 'd, 

Who for her crime, if laws tlieir courfe might havc,^ 

Ought to defcend alive. into the grave *. . 

But now of flighter faults ,• and yet the fame 
By others done, the cenfor's jufticc claim. 
For what good men ignoble count and bafe, . 
Is virtue here, and does Crifp^nus grace : 
In this h^ 's fafe, whatever we write of him, 
The pcrfoix is more odious than the crime. 
And fo all fatire 's loft. The lavifh flave ' 
Six thoufand pieces f for a batbel gave : 
A ftfterce for each pound it weigh'd, as they 
Gave out, that hear great things, but greater fhy. 
If, by this bribe well plac'd, he would enfnare . 
Some faplefs ufurer that wants an heir. 
Or if this prefent the fly courtier meant 
Should to fome punk of quality be -TciU, 

* Crifpinus hadfeduced a vefial virgin i and, by the 
law of Numa, ihbuld have been buried alive^ 
^. Roman Scftertii. 

M 3 That 
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That in her eafy chair in ftate does ride^ 
The glafles all drawn up on every fide, 
I *d praifc his cunning ; but expeft not this. 
For hts cAvn gut be bought the ftately filh. 
Now even Apicius * frugal (eems, and poor, 
Outvy'd in luxury unknown before. 

Gave you, Crifpinus, you this mighty fum j 
You that, for want of other rags, did come 
In your own country paper wrapped, to Rome ? 
Do fcaies and fins bear price to this excefs } 
You might have bought the fiiherman for lefs. 
For lefs fome provinces whole acres fell ; 
Nay, in Apulia f, if you bargain well, 
A manor would ooft lefs than fuch a meal. 

What think v/t then of this luxurious lord X^ ' 
What banquets loaded that imperial board } 
When, in one difh, that, taken firom the reft. 
His conftant table would have hardly mifs'd. 
So many fefierces were lwallow*d dovm. 
To (luff one fcarlet-coated «ourt bufibon. 
Whom Rome of atl her knights now chiefsft greets^ 
From crying linking fiih about her ftreets. 

Begin, Calliope, but not to fing: 
Plain, honed truth we for our iubjed bring. 



* Famous for gluttony, even to a proverb. Seo 
Dr. King's " Art of Cookery.*' 
t Where land was remarkably cheap. 
i Domitian. 

Help 



"1 



IMITATION OV JUVENAL. 167 
Help then, ye yonng Pierian maids, to tell 
A do^vnnght narrative of what befell. 
Afibrd me willingly your facredi aid», 
Me that have cali'd you young, me that hare ftyPd 
you maids. 
When he, with whom th« Flavian race decayed*,'! 
The groaning world with iron fceptre fway'd^ 
When a bald Nero f reign'd,.and ienrilc Rome obey*< 
Where Vcous' ihrine does fair Ancoaa grace, 
A turVot taken, of prodigious fpace, 
FilPd the extended net, not lefs than thoHs 
That dull Mseotis does with ice inclofe ; 
Till, coiHiuer'd by the fun's prevailing ray. 
It opens to the Pontic Sea their way ; 
And throws them out unweiidy with their groiv^ 
Fat with long eafe, and » whole winter's floth ; 
Th^ wiie commander of the boat and lines 
For our hi^prieft | the ftately prey deiigiLS ; 
For who that lordly fiih duril fell or huy» 
So mapy fpies and couit*infonners nigh } 
No (bore but oi this vennin fwitivns does boar. 
Searchers of mud and (ea-wsed I that would fwear 
The fifh had long' in Caefar's ponds bten M, 
And from its lord undutifuUy flod 1 

• * Domitian was the laft and worft of tot familf • 

f Domitian, from his cruelty, was called a iecool 
Nero ; and, from his baldnefs, Calvus. 
I A title often alTumed by the Emperors. 

M4 So, 
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So, juftly ought to be again rcftor'd : 
Nay, if you credit fage Palj^urius* * word. 
Or dare rely pn Armillatus* * Ikill, 
Whatever fifh the yulgar fry excel 
Belong to Caefar, wherefoe'er they fwiniy 
By their own worth confifcated to him. 

The boatman then ihall a wife prefcnt make, : 

And give the filh before the fcizers take. 

Now fickly Autumn to dry frofts gave \vay, • • " 
Cold Winter rag'd, and fre(h preferv'd the prey ; ' ' 
Yet with fuch hafte the bufy fifties flew, 
As if a hot fouth-wind corruption blew : 
And now he reach'd the lake, where what remains 
»Of Alba ftill her ancient rites retains, 
■Still worihips Vefta, though an humbler way, ' ' '■ 
Nor lets the hallow'd Trojan fire decay. 

The wondering crowd, that to ftrange fights rkibtt, ' 
And choak'd a while his paiTage to the court, < 
At length gives way j ope flies the palace-gate, . 
The turbot enters in, without the Fathers f wait ; 
The boatman ftraight does to Atrides prefs, 
And thus preients his fifh, and his addrefs : 

Accept, dread Sir, this tribute from the maii^^ 
To great for private kitchens to contain. 
To your glad genius iacrifice this day, 
Let common meats refpeftfuUy give way- 

* .Both of confular degree, yet fpies and informcrt* 
t The Senate, or ^atrct Confcri^tu 

^ - Hafte 
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"Haftc to -unload your ftomachs, t?o receive 
This lurbot, that for you did only live. 
So long preferv'd to be imperial food. 
Glad of the net, and to be taken proud. 

How fulfome this 1 how grofsJ yet this takes well^ 
And the vain Prince with empty pride does fwell. 
Nothing fo mouidrous can be faid or feign*d. 
But with belief and joy is entertained. 
When to his face the worthlefs wretch is prais'd. 
Whom vile court-flattery to a god has rais*d. 

But oh, hard fate ! the palace flores no diih 
Afford, .capacious of the mighty fifl>. 
To lage debate are fummon'd all the peers. 
His truftyand much-hated counfcllors. 
In whofe pale looks that ghafUy terror fat. 
That haunts the dangerous friendfliips of the great. 

The loud Liburnian *, that the fenate call'd, 
'* Run, run ; he 's fer, he *« fet!*' no fooner bawr<i. 
But, with his robe fnatcht up. in halte, does come 
Pegafusf, bailiff of affrighted Rome. 
What more were praifcfts then ? The beft he was, 
And faithful left expounder of the laws. 
Yet in ill times thought all things managed beft, 
When Juftice cxcrcis'd her fword the icall. 

Old Crifpus J next, pleafant though old, appears. 
His wit nor humour yielding to his years. 

'•' The Roman criers were ufually of this country. 

t A learned lawyer, and prxfccl of Rome. 

J Who made the jcft on Domitian's killing flics. 

His 
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His temper mHd, good-nature joined wkh fenfe. 

And manners charming as his eloquence. 

Who fitter for a xxkfnl friend than he» 

To the great Ruler of the earth and fea, 

If» as his thoughts were juft, his tongue were free 

If it were (afc to rent his generous mind 

To Rome's dire plague, and terror of mankind i 

If cruel Power cou!d foftening counfel bear. 

But what 's fo tender as a t3nrant*s ear ; 

With whom whoever, though a favourite, ipake. 

At every fentence fct his life .at (lake. 

Though the difcourfe were of no weightier things. 

Than fultry fumntcrs, or unhealthful fprings > 

This well he knew, and therefore never try*d. 

With his weak arms to ftem the (faronger tide. 

Kor did all Rome, grown Q>iritlefs, fupply 

A man that for bold truth durft bravely die. 

"So, iafc by wife complying filence, he 

£T*n in diat court did fourfcore fummers (ee. 

Next him Acilius, though his age the fame. 
With eager hafte to the grand council came : 
With him a youth, unworthy of the fate 
That did too near his growing virtues wait, 
Urg*d by the tyrant's envy, fear, or hate. 
{But 'tis long fince old age began to be 
In noble blood no lefs than prodigy, 
Whence 'tis I 'd rather be of giants' birth *, 
A pigmy brother to thofe fens of earth.) 

* 6f an obfcure and unknown family. 

X Unhappy 
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Unhappy youth ! whom froai his deftin'd end. 
No well-dilTentbled madnefs could defend ; 
When naked in the Alban theatre, 
In Libyan bears he fixt his hunting fyesar. 
Who fees not now through the Lord's thin difguHe, 
That long iecm'dfodl, to pvove atlaft more wife> 
That ftale court trick is now too open laid r 
Who now admires the part old Brutus play'd* ? 
Thofe honeft times might fwallowthis pretence. 
When the King's beard was deeper than his fenfe. 

Next Rubrius <;aiRe, though not of noble race. 
With equal marks of terror in his fece. 
Pale with the gnawing guilt and inward ihame 
Of an old ciime that is not fit to name. 
Worfc, yet in fcandal taking more delight, 
Than the vile Pathick f tfaar durft (atire write* 

Montanus^ \Mj next, advancing (low 
Before the fwtating ienator, did go. 

Crifpinus after, but much fweeter comes, 
Scenttd with cc^ly oils and Eaftem gums. 
More than would ierve two funerals for pcrfumesc 

Then Pompey, none move ikill'd in die court*gama 
Of cutting throats with a foft whifpcr, came^ 

Next Fufcus %, he who many a peaceful day 
3For Daciaa vulturs w«9 rei4»rv'd a pvty, 

* In counterfeiting tjAadnefs. 

t Nero, who charged his own crimes on QuintianuSt 

X Cornelius Fuibus, who ^tm fiain in Dftda, 

Tiil 
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Till, having ftudy'd war enough at home, . 
He led abroad th' unhappy arms of Rome. 

Cunning Vejento next, and by his fide 
Bloody Catullus leaning on his guide, 
Decrepit, yet a furious lover he, 
And deeply fmit with charms he could not fee.- 
A monfter, that ev*n this worft age out-vies, 
Confpicuous, and above the common (ize. 
A blind bafe flatterer, from fome bridge or gate *, . 
Rais'd 4to .a murdering minider of ilace. 
Deferving ftiU to beg. upon the.road, 
And blefs each palling ^vaggon. and its load. 
None more admired the fifh ; he in its praiie 
With zeal his voice, with zeal his hands did raife ; . 
But to the left all his fine things did fay, 
Whilft onjiis right .the unfeen turbot lay. 
So he the fam'dCilician Fencer praised, • 
. And at each hit with wonder feem'd amaz'd j 
So did the fccnes and flage machines admire, 
Aiid boys thar flew through canvas clouds in wire. . 

Nor came Vejento Ihort j but, as infpir'd . 
By thee, Bellona, by thy fury fir'd. 
Turns prophet. See the mighty omen, fee, . 
He cries, pf fome illuftrious vi6lory ! 
Some captive king thee his new lord fliall owa;; 
■Or from his Britiih chariot headlong thrown 
The proud An'iragus come tumbling down I 



} 



The common (lands. for beggars. . 

The 



wcurs : 

e. J 



IMITATION OF JXJVEkAl. itj 
The tnonfter *s foreign. Mark the pointed (pears 
That from thy hand on his pierc'd back he* wears ! 
Who nobler could, or plainer things prefage ? 
Yet one thing fcapM him, the prophetic rage 
She\v*d not the turbot*s country, nor its age. 

At length by Caefar the grand queftion *s put : 
My lords, your judgement ; (hall the filh be cut? 
Far be it, far from us, Montanus cries ; 
Let*s not di(honour thus the noble prize! 
A pot of fined earth, thin, deep, and wide, 
Some (kilful quick Prometheus muft provide. 
Clay and the forming wheel prepare with (peed* 
But, Caefar, be it from henceforth decreed. 
That potters on the royal progrefs wait, 
T* aflift in thefe emergencies of ftate. 

This counfel pleased ; nor could it fail to takcy 
So fit, fo worthy of the man that fpake. 
* The old'court riots he remembered well ; 
Could tales of Nero's midnight fuppers .tell, 
When Palcm wines the labouring lungs did fire, 
And to new dainties kindled falfe defire. 
In arts of eating, none more early train'd. 
None in my time had equal (kill attained. 
He whether Circe's rock his oyfters bore. 
Or Lucrine lake, or the Rutupian (hore, 
Knew at firft tafte, nay at firft fight could tell 
A crab or lbbfter*s country by its (hell. 

They rife j and (baight all, with rcfpe£lful awe, 
At the word given, obfoquiou(ly withdraw. 

Whom, 
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Whom, full of eager hade, fuiprize, and fear. 

Our mighty prince had fummon'd to appear ; 

As if Tome news he'd of the Catti telly . 

Or that the fierce Sicambrians did rebel : 

As if expre0e8 from all parts had come 

With frefh alarms threatening the fate of Rome. 

What folly this ! But, oh ! that ail die reft 
Of his dire reign had thus been fpent in jeft ; 
And all that time fuch trifles had empLoyU 
In which fo many nobles he dcftroy'd ; 
He fafe, they unreveng'd, to the diigrace 
Of the furviving, tame, Patrician race ! 
But, when he dreadful to the rabble grew. 
Him, whom fo many lords had flain they ikssr. 



DAMON AND ALEXIS. 

DAMON. 

TELL me, Alexis, whence thefe forrows grow/ 
From what hid fpring do thefe fait torrents flow ? 
Why hangs the head of my affli£led fwain ; 
Like bending lilies over-charg*d with rain h 

ALEXIS. 

Ah, Damon, if what you already £ee^ 
Caa move thy gcntk breaft to pity me ; 
How would thy fighs with mine in concert Join, 
How would thy tears ivi'ell up the tide of mine ? 
Couldft thou but iee (but, oh, no light i« there* 
But blacked clouds of darknefs and defpair !) 

Couldfl 



DAMON AND ALEXIA. 175 
Couldft thou but fee tfaetocmeats that within 
Lie deeply isdg'^y osid tiew the horrid icene ! 
View all the wounds, and every fatal dart 
That (ticks and rankks in my bleeding heart ? 
No more, ye fwains, Love's hannlefs .anger fear, 
For he has empty'd all his quiver here. 
Nor thou, kind Djunon, alk me why I grieve,. 
But rather wonder, wonder that I livc« 

■DAMON. 

Unhappy youth ! too well, alas ! I know 
The pangs dclpaidng lovers undergo ! 

CiELIA AND DORINI>A. 

"ITT HEN firft the young Alexis ^aw 

^^ Ca»lia to all. the plain give law. 
The haughty Caelia, in whofe face 
Love dwelt with Fear, and Pride with Grace ; 
When evcrjy iwain he faw fubmit 
To "her commanding eyes and wit. 
How could th* ambitious youth alpire 
To perifh by a nobler fire ? 
With all the power of vetfe he ^ove 
The lovely ihcpherdefs toonove : 
Verfe, in which the Gods delight. 
That makes nymphs love, and heroes fight | 
Verfe, that oncerurd all the plain, 
Vcrfc, the wifl^s of a Xwain. 
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How oft has Thyrfis* pipe prevaird. 
Where Egon's flocks and herds have £aii*d? 
Fair Amaryllis, was thy mind 
Ever to Damon's wealth inclined ; 
Whilft Lycidas 's gentle breaft, 
With Love, and witli a Mufe poffeft. 
Breathed forth in verfe his foft defirc^ 
Kindling in thee his gentle fire > 
[ JmjferfeB, ] 
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MISTRESS of all my fenfes can invite. 
Free as the air, and unconfin'd as light; 
QJeen of a thoufand ilaves that fawn and bow. 
And, with fubmiflive fear, my power allow, 
Shoul I exchange this noble ftate of life 
To gain the vile detefted name of Wife ; 
Should I my native liberty betray. 
Call him my lord, who at my footfliool lay ? 
No : thanks, kind heaven, that haft my foul employed. 
With my great fox's ufeful virtue, Pride. 
That generous pride, that noble juil difdain. 
That fcorns the ilave that would preftime to reign. 
Let the raw amorous fcribbler of the times 
Call me his Caelia in inlipid rhymes j 
I hate and fcorn you all, proud' that I am- 
T» revenge- my fex*s injuries on man. 
Compar'd to all the plagues in marriage dwell, 
It were preferment to lead apes in hcH-. 

TO 



T6 SOME DISBANDED OFFICERS, 
llpoa the lateVott of tbb Heufe of Commons* 
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TT AV E we for this fervM fell nine hard campaigns ? 

-^ -^ Is. tills the recompenc&£or all our pains ? 

Have we to the remoteft pacts been fent, 

Bravely expos 'd our lives, and fortunes' fpeht, 

To be undone at lail by Parhameat > 

Muft colonels and corporals now be equal made, 

And. flaming fword tum'd pruning knife and fpade ? 

T-— b, S— , F— ., and thoufands more, 

Muft now return ta what they, were before. 

No more in glittering coaches fhall they ride, 

No more the feathers fhew the coxcombs' pride. 

For thee, poor -< ! my Mufe does kindly weep, 

To fee diibanded colonels grown fo cheapu 
So younger brothers with fat jointures fed. 
Go dc^i cable, once their widows dead. 
No Ihip, by teropeft from her anchor torn, 
Js half Co loft a thing, and fo forlorn. 
On every ftajl, in every broker's fliop, 
Hang up the plumes of the difmantlcd fop ; 
Trophies like thcfe we read not of in ftory. 
By other ways the Romans got their glory. 
But in this, as in all things, there ^s a doom, 
Some die i' th' field, and others llarve at home. 



1^ 



17S D U K S'S POEMS. 

To a Roman Catholick upon Marria c£* 

CENSURE and penances, excommunication. 
Are bug-bear words to fright a bigot nation i 
But 'tis the Church's more fubflantial curfe. 
To damn us all for bertter and for worfe. 
Falfely your Church feven facraments does frame, 
Penance and Matrimony arc the fame. 

A FRAGMENT. 

— — AND yet he fears to ufe them, and be free ; 
Yet fome have ventur*d, and why ihould not all ? 
Let villains, perjur'd, envious, and malicious. 
The wretched mifcr and the midnight murderer; 
Betrayers of their country, or their friend, 
(And every guilty brcaft) fear cndlefs torment. 
Blue lakes of brimftone, unextinguifli'd fires. 
Scorpions and whips, and all that guilt defcrves ; 
Let thefe, and only thefe, thus plague themfelvcs. 
For though they fear what neither fhall nor can be, 
'Tis punifliment enough it makes them live. 
Live, to endure the dreadful apprehenfion 
Of Death, to them fo dreadful ; but why dreadful. 

At lead to virtuous minds ? To be at reft, 

To deep, and never hear of trouble more, 
Say, is this dreadful ? Heart, wouldft thou be at quiet ? 
Doft thou thus beat for reft, and long for cafe. 
And not command thy friendly hand to help thee ? 
What hand can be {o eafy as thy own. 
To apply the medicine that CMxt% «lVV difeafct ! 
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-AN EPISTLE* 

T O 

MR. O T W A y. 

DEAR Tom, how melancholy I am grown "Ij 
Since thou haft left this learned dirty town f, > 
To thee by this dull letter be it known. Jr 

Whilft all my comfort, under all this care. 
Are duns, and puns, and logic, and fmall beer. 
Thou feed Vm dull as Shadwell's men of wit. 
Or the top fcene that Settle ever writ : 
The fprightly Court that wander up and down 
From gudgeons to a race, from town to town, 
All, all afe fled j but them I wtW can fpare. 
For I'm fo dull I have no budneis there. 
I have forgot whatever there I knew, 
Why men one ftocking tyc with ribbon blue : 
Why others medals wear, a fine gilt thing, 
That at their brcafts hang dangling by a ftringj 
(Yet ftay, I think that I to mind recal. 
For once { a fquirt v^s rah'd by Windforwall). 
I know no officer of court j nay more. 
No dog of court, their favourite before. 

* In anfwcr to one in Otway^s Poems, page 59. 
t Mr. Duke was then at Cambridge. 
4 Sir Samuel Moreland. Duke. 



1 



i8o D U K Er'S POEMS. 

Should Veny fawn, I fhould not underlbnd her, 

Nor who committed incefl for Legander. 

Unpoli(h'd thus, an arrant fcholar grown, 

What ihould I do but fit and coo alone, 

And thee, my abfent mate, for ever moan. 

Thus 'til fometimes, and forrow plays its part. 

Till other thoughts of thee revive my heart. 

If or, whild with wit, with women, and with wine. 

Thy glad heart beats, and noble face does (hine« 

'^hy joys we at this diftance feel and know; 

Thou kindly wiftieff it with us were fo. 

Then .^cc we name J this heard, cries James, For him,. 

Leap up, thou fparkling wine, and kifs the brim : 

Crcffes attend the man who dares to flinch. 

Great af that man deferves who drinks tfct Finch. 

But thcfc arc empty joys, without you two, 

We drink your names, alas ! but where are you ? 

My dear, whom I more cherifli in my breaft 

Than by thy own foft Mufe can be expreft ; 

True to thy word, afford one rifit more, 

£lfe I fhall grow, from him thou lov'dft before,. 

A greasy blockhead fellow in a gown, 

(Such as is. Sir, a couitn of your own ;) 

Witbt my own hair, a baiul, and ten long nails,. 

And wit that at a quibble never fails. 
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AD THOMAM OTWAY. 

TV^ US ARUM noftrumque decus, chariflime Thoma, 
^^•^ O animae melior pars, Otoaee, mcae 5 
Accipe quae lacri triftes ad littora Cami 

Avulfi veftro flevimus a gremib. 
<^ot mihi tunc gcmitus ex imo pe6k>re du6bi, 

Perquc meas lacrymae quot cecidere genas, 
£t faiices tcftes, & plurima teflis arundo, 

£t Camus pigro trillior amr.e fluens. 
Audiit ipfe etenim Deus, 8c miferata dolores 

Lubrica pauUfper conflitit uhda meos. 
Tunc ego j vos nymphdb vindi circumlita mufco 

Atria quae colitis, tuque, verende Deus, 
Audite O qualem abfentem ploramus aihicum, 

Audite ut lacrymis au£kior amnis eat. 
Peftoris is candore nives, conftantibus ar6li 

Stellam animis, certi fata vel ipia fide ; 
Ille & Amore columbas, ilie & Marte leones 

Vincit, Picrias ingenioque Deas, 
Sive vocat jocus, & charites, & libera vini 

Gaudia, cumque fui matre fonandus Amor. 
Ille potefl etiam numeros aequare canendo 

Sive tuos, Ovidi, five, Catulle, tuos* 
Sive admirantis moderatur fraena theatri, 

Itqtie cothurnato Mufa fuperba pede, 
Fulmina vel Sbphoclis Lycophrontaeafve tenebras,] 

Carminis aut faftus, ^fchyle magne, tui, 
Vincit munditiis & majeftate decorS, 

Tarn bene naturam pingert d^>^ tKVaSk^S^> 

6 '^3^•xs» 
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Haec ego, cum fpe£Vans labentia flumina, verfus 
Venei3e in menteniy magne poeta tui. 

" Who for Preferments," &c. [fee p. 59, 1. 20.] .. 
** Premia quis meritis ingrati expe6bet ab Aula, 
Omnis ubi exiguam captat iimul Auiicus efcam 
Gobio ? quis pifcis fapientior ilia vadofa 
Fulminis angufti coleret loca, pifciculorum 
Efurientem inter, trepidantemque inter acervum. 
Qui dum quifque micat, medicatam ut glutiat oflam, 
Ti*udunt, impellunt, truduntur, & impelluntur; 
Nee potius, latum gremio qui flumen aperto 
Invitaty totis pinnarum remigat alis, 
£t requiem, & mufcos virides, pulchramque vocatus 
Ad libertatem prono delabituralveo?" 

Quos tibi pro tali perfolvam carmine grates, 

O animi interpres, magne Pocta, mei ! 
Kos neque folicitx Natura efHnxit ad urbis 
OfHcia, aut fraudes, Aula dolofa, tuas : 
Nos procul a coeno, & fbrepitu, fumoque remotos, 

Cum Venerc & Mufis myrtea fcena tegat ! 
Nos paribus cantare animis permittat Apollo 

Flammas mcque tuas, teque, Ot03ec, meas. 
Ergonc me penltus veftris haererc medullis, 
Ergone fmcerus me tibi junxit Amor ? 
Tu quoque, tu noftris habitas, mea vita, meduUisjt 
Teque meo aeternus pe6l:ore figit Amor. 
In another Place. 
QualJB tu fcribis, vel qualia Carolus ille 
JNblier, amor Phoebi, PiendMm<^^ ^>ja. 

I C^^^ 
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POEMS 

BY THE 
E A R L O F DORSET. 

TO MR. EDWARD HOWARD, 

ON HIS 

Incomparable, Incomprehenfible Poem, called. 
The BRITISH PRINCESS. 

COME on, ye Critics, find one fault who dares ; 
For read it backward, like a witch's prayers, 
*T will do as well ; throw not away your jelfts 
On folid nonfenfe that abides all tefts. 
Wit, like tierce-claret, when 't begins to pall, 
Negle£Ved lies, and 's of no ufe at all. 
But, in its full perfe£Vion of decay, 
Turns vinegar, and comes again in play. 
Thou haft a brain, fuoh as it is indeed ; 
Oa what elfe ihould thy worm of fancy feed } 
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Yet in a filbert I have often known 

Maggots furvive, when all the kernel 's gone. 

This fimile Ihall Hand in thy defence, 

'Gainft thofe dull rogues who now and then write fenfe. 

Thy ftyle 's the fame, whatever be thy theme, 

As fbme digeftions turn all mearto'phlegm : 

They lye, dear Ned, who fay thy brain is barren. 

Where deep conteits, like maggocs, breed in carrion. 

Thy ftumbling founder'd jade can trot as high 

As any other Pegafus can fly : 

So the4ull-eel m^ves nimbkr in the mad^ 

Than all the fwift-finn'd racers of the flood. 

As Ikilful divers to the bottom fall 
Sooner than thofe who cannot fwim^K all i 
So in this way of writing, without thinking, 
Thou haft a ftrange alacftty in finking. 
Thou writ'ft* below ev'n thy own natural parts, 
Ahd with acquired dulnefs and new aits 
Of ftudy'd nonienfe, tak'il kind readeiTs lieArtS'. 
Therefore, dear Ned, at my advice, forbear 
Such loud complaints 'gainft Critics to prefer, 
Since thou art turn'd an arrant libeler ; 
Thou fett'ft thy name to what thyfelf deft write ; 
Did evu libel yet fo Iharply bite ? 
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TO THE SAME- ON HIS PLAYS. 

THOU datnn'd Antipodes to common-fenfe. 
Thou foil to Flecknoe, pr'ythce tell from whence 
Does all this mighty flock of duloefs fpring ? 
Is it thy own, or haft it from Snow-hiU, 
Aflifted by fomc ballad-making quill ? 
No, they fly higher yet, thy plays are fuch^ 
I'd fwear they were tranflated out of Dutch. 
Fain would I know what diet thou doft keep> 
If thou doft always, or doft never fleep ? 
Sure hafty-pudding is thy chiefeft difli, 
With bullock's liver, or feme ftinking fifh : 
Garbage, ox-cheeks, and tripes, do feaftthy brain^ 
"Which nobly pays this tribute back again. 
With daify-roots thy dwarfilh Mufe is fed, 
A giant's body with a pigmy's head. 
Canft thou not find, among thy numerous raee 
Of kindred, one to tell thee th^t thy plays 
Are laught at by the pit, box, galleries, nay, ftage? 
Think on 't a while, and thou wilt quickly find 
Thy body made for labour, not thy mind. 
No other ufe of paper them fhouldft make 
Than carrying loads and reams upon thy back. 
Carry vaft burdens till thy fhoulders flirink, 
But curft be he that gives thee pen and ink : 
Such dangerous weapons fhould. be kept from fools. 
As nurfcs from their children keep edg'd tools : 
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For thy dull fancy a muckindcr is fit 

To wipe the flabbcrings of thy fnotty wit : 

And though *tis late, if jufticc could be found. 

Thy plays like blind-born puppies ihould be drown'd. 

For were it not that we refpeft afford 

Unto the fon of an heroic lord, 

Thine in the ducking-ftoo! (hould take her (cat, 

Dreft like herielf in a great chair of ftatc j 

Where like a Mufe of quality (he'd die. 

And thou thyfelf flialt make her elegy, 

In ohe fame flrain thou writ'ft thy comedy. 
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TO SIR THOMAS ST. SERF, 

ON T H E • 

Printing his Play called " Tarugo's Wiles/' 
1 668. 

nn A R U G O gave us wonder and delight, 
**" When he oblig'd the world by candle-light : 
But now he 's vcntur*d on the fece of day, 
T* oblige and fcrve his friends a nobler way ; 
Make all our old men wits, ftatefmen, the young : 
And teach cv'n Englifhmen the En glifh tongue. 

James, on whofc reign all peaceful rtars did fmile^ 
Did but attempt th' uniting of our ifle. 
What kings, and Nature, only could defign, 
Shdl be accoinpliih'd by thi^ work of thine. 
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Fbr, who is fuch a Cockney in his heart. 
Proud of the plenty of the fouthcrn part. 
To (com that union, by which we may 
-Boaft 'twas hts countryman that writ this play ? 

Phoebus himlelf, indulgent to my Mufe, 
Has to the country fcnt this kind excufc ; 
Fair Northern Lafs, it rs not through neglect 
I court thee at a diftance, but refpeft ; 
I cannot ac^, my pafUon is Co great, 
But I'll make up in light what wants in heat; 
On thee I will beftow my longeft days, 
And crown thy fons w'th everlafting bays : 
My beams that reach thee Ihall employ their powers 
To ripen fouls of men, not fruits or flowers. 
Let warmer climes my fading favours boa(t. 
Poets and flars fliine brightett in the fipoft. 

EPILOGUE TO MOLIERE'S TARTUFFE, 

Tranilated by Mr. Medburni. 
Spoken by Ta r t u f f e. 

Ti^ ANY have been the vain attempts of wit, 
-^^^ Againft the ftill-prevailing hypocrite : 
Once, and but once, a poet got the day. 
And vanquifli'd Bufy in a puppet-play ; 
And Bufy, raillying, ann*d with zeal and rage, 
PofTefsM the pulpit, and pull'd down the ftagc. 
To laugh at Englifli knaves is dangerous then. 
While Englifh fools will think theoi howi^vwyw 
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But Aire no zealous iirother can deny us 

Free leave with this our JVfoniieur Ananias : 

A man may fay, without being call'd an Atheiil* 

There are damn'd rogues among the FretKhand PapiH^ 

That fix ialvation to ihort band and hair, 

That belch and fnuffle to prolong a prayer j 

That ufe/* enjoy the Creature/' to exprefs 

Plain whoring, gluttony, and drunkennefs ; 

And, in a decent way, perform them too 

As well, nay better fjii:, perhaps, than yoir. ^ 

Whofe flelhly failings are but fornication, 

We godly phrafe it "gofpel -propagation," 

Jud as rebellion was calPd reformation. 

Zeal (lands but fentry at the gate of fm, 

Whilft all that have the word pafs freely in : 

Silent, and in the dark, for fear of fpies. 

We march, and take Damnation by furprize. 

There *s not a roaring blade in all this town 

Can go fo far toWrds hell for half a crcr^o 

As I for fix-i^ncc, for I knqw the way ; 

For want of guides^ men are too apt to ftray r 

Therefore give car tp what I fhall adviie|^ -. 

Let every marry 'd man that 's grave and wife 

Take a.Tartuffe of known ability, 

To teach and to increafe his family ; 

Who (hall fo fettle lafting reformation, 

Fir(t get bis fon, then give him education. 
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EPILOGUE, 

ON THE 

Revival of Ben Jon son's Play, called 
"Every Man in his Humour.** 

TNTREATY fhall not ferve, nor violence^ 

* To make me fpeak in fuqh a play's defence f 

A play, where wit and humour do agree 

To break all praftis'd laws of Comedy. 

The fcene (what more abfurd !) in England lies. 

No gods defcendy nor dancing devils rife ; 

No captive prince from unknown xonntry brought. 

No battlej nay, there 's ftarce a duel fought : 

And fomething yet more iharply might be iaid. 

But I conffiderthe poor author'^s dead : 

Let that be his excufe — ^^now for .our own, 

Why,— faith, in my oprnlon, we need none. 

The parts were fitted well $ but fbnie will fay, 

Pox on them, rogues, what made them choofe this play } 

I do Jiot doubt but you will credit me, 

It was not choice, but mere neceffiry : 

To all our writing friends, in town, we fent. 

But not a wit durft venture out in Lent : 

Have patience but till Eafter-term, and then. 

You fhall have Jigg and hobby-horfe again*. 

O Here's 
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Here's Mr. Matthew, our domcftic wit *, 

Does promifc one o' th* ten plays he has writ : 

But fwce great bribes weigh nothing with the jtift. 

Know, we have merits, and to them wc trull. 

When any fails, or holidays, dc£er 

The public labours of the theatre, 

We ride not forth, although the day be faiir. 

On ambling tit, to take the fuburb air ; 

But with our authors meet, and fpend that time 

To make up quarrels between ten& and rhyme. 

Wednefdays and Fridays conftantly we fate. 

Till after many a long and Free debate. 

For diverfc weighty reafons *t was thought fit. 

Unruly fenfe Ihould ftill to rhyme fubmit : 

This, the mod wholfome law we ever made. 

So ftriftly in his epilogue oljcy'd, 

Sure no man here will ever dare to break;—. 

[Enter Jonson's Ghoft.] 
Hold, and give way, for I myielf will (peak ; 
Can you encourage fo much infolcnce. 
And add new faults dill to the great o£fcnce. 
Your ancellors fb raihly did commit, 
Againft the mighty powers of art and wit > 
When they condemned thofe noble works of mine, 
Sejanus, and my bell-lov'd Catiline. 
Repent, or on your guilty heads fhall fall 
The curfe of many a rhyming paftoral. 
The three bold Beauchamps ihall revive again^ 
And with the London *prentice conquer Spain* 
♦ Matthew Medboum, 2Ji traiaent a6bor. 
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All the dull follies of the forftief age, 
Shall find applkufe on this corrupted ftage. 
But if you pay the great arrears of praiife. 
So long fince due to my much-injurM playS, 
From all paft crimes 1 firftwlll fet you free. 
And then inff^ fome one t6 write like me. 

s a N G. 

Written at Sea, in tlie;firft Dutch War, .1665, 
the Nighrbefore iai Engagement. 

I. 

TO iBi ymx ladies now at land, 
We men, at fea, indite ; 
But firft would have you underftand. 

How hard it is to write ; 
ThcMufes now, and Neptune tpo, .. ^ 
We muft implore to write to yott. 
With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

11. . • • ' 

For though the Mufes fhduld prove kirifl, 

And fill our empty brain ; 
Yet if rough Neptuno rou«t the wind, {^ 

To wave the azure main, . .,. r 

Our paper, pen, and ink, and wc, . 
Roll up and down our fhips at fea, 

Withaiiy &c. 
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III. 
Then if we write not by each poft^ 

Think not we are unkind ; 
Nor yet conclude our (hips are \o% 

By Dutchmen* or by wind : 
Our tears \ve '11 fend .a Q>eedier wmy« 
The tide (hall bring them twice »^yy 

With a fa, &c. 

IV. 
' The king, with wonder and fbrprife^ 

Will fwear the feas grow bold j 
^ Becaufe the tides will higher nfe^ 

Than e'er they us'd of old : 
But let him know, it is ourtean 
Bring floods of grief to Whitehall ilaii«« ■ 

With a fa^, &c. 

V. 
Should foggy Opdam chance to Icnow 

Our fad and drfmal (lory ; 
The Dutch ^pvould fcorn fo weak a foe^ 

And quit their fort at Goree : 
For what refiftance can they find 
From men who've leftitheir hearts behind ! 

With ft fa, ^c. 

^ VI. 

Let wind and weather do its worfi, 

Be you to us but Tcind ; 
Let Dutchmen vapour, Spaniards cuHe, 

No forrow wc (hall find : 
'Tis then no matter how things go, 
4Dr who 's our friend^ or who 'a tmr foe, 

Ji^ithafa, &c , YX^To 
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VII. 
To pafs our tedious hours away,^ 

We throw a merry main ; 
Or elfe at fcrious ombi« play j 

But, why Ihould we in r$in 
Each others ruin thus purfue > 
We were undone when we left you. 

With a fa, &c. 

VIII. 
But now our fears tempeftuous grow^ 

And caft our hopes away j 
Whilft you, regardlefs of our woe, . 

Sit carelefs at a play : 
Perhaps, permit fome happier man 
"To kifs your hand, or flirt your fan, 

Withafa, &c. 

IX. 
When any mournful tune you hear, 

That dies in every note ; 
As if it figh*d with each man's care, 
, For being fb remote j 
Think how often love we've made 
To you, when all thofe tunes were play*d» * 

With a fa, &c. 

X. 
In juftice you cannot refufc. 

To think of our diftrefs ; 
When we for hopes of honour lofe 

Our certain happinefs ; 
All thofe defigns are but to prove 
Ourfelves more worthyjof your love. 

With a fa, &c. 

O ^ 1L\ K^^ 
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XI. 
And now we^ve told- you till our Toves 

And likewife all our fears ; 
In hopes this declararton moves 

Some pity from your tears j 
Let *s hear of no inconfiancy. 
We have too much of that at fea* 

"With a fa, la, la, la, la. 

On the Counters of DORCHESTER, 
Miftrefs to King J A M E S the Second, 1 680. 

h 

'T'ELL mc, Dorinda, -why ftxgtyy 
•*- Why fuch embmidery, fringe, and laee ? 

Can any drefles find a way, 
To flop th' approaches of decay, 
And mend a ruin'd face ? 

II. 

Wilt thou ftill fparkle in the box. 

Still ogle in the ring ? 
Canft thou forget thy age and pox ? 
Can all that (hines on (hells and rocks 

Make thee a fine young thing ? 
III. 
So have I feen in ladder dark 

Of veal a lucid kwn ; 
Replete with many a brilliant ijpark^ 
As wife philofopbers remark,. 

At once botk fdck ^^ ftoat* 



[ t9Sf J 
ON THE S A M £• 

T>ROUD with the fpoils of royal cully^ 
-■- With falfe pretence to wit and parts. 
She fwaggers like a battcr'd bully, ^ • 

To try the tempers of mens hearts. 
II. 
Though fhc appear as glittering fine. 

As genis, and jetts, in d paint, can make her ,- 
She ne'er can win a breaffc like mine ; 

The devil and SirDtvid* tsJcc her. 

KNOTTING, 

AT noon, in a funfliiny day. 
The brighter lady of. the May, 
Young Chloris innocent and gay. 

Sat knotting in a ihade : 
Each (lender finger play'd its p9rt> 
With fuch aftivity and art. 
As would inflame a youthful heart, 

And warm the moft djgcay'd. 
Her favourite fwain, by chance, came by^ 
He faw no anger in her eye j 
Yet when the bafhfui boy drew nigh. 

She would have feem*d afraid. 

♦ Sir David Colvear, late Earl of Portmorc. 

' O4 ^-- 
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She let her ivory needle fall, 
And hurl'd away the twifted l»all : 
But ftraight gave Strephon fuch a call. 
As would\^ave rais'd the dead. 

Dear gentle youth, is 't none but thee ? 
With innocence I dare be free ; 
By fo much truth and modefty 
No nymph ^as e'er betray'd. 

Come lean thy head upon my lap ; 
While thy fmooth cheeks I ftroke and clap,, 
Thou may'ft fecurely take a nap j 
Which he, poor fool, obey'd. 

She faw him yawn, and heard him fnore. 
And found him faft afleep all o*cr. 
She figh*d, and could endure no more, 
But darting up, (he faid. 

Such virtue fhall rewarded be : 
For this thy dull fidelity, 
I *11 truft you with my flocks, not me, 
Purfuc thy grazing trade ; 

Go, milk thy goats, and fliear thy fhecp,, 
And watch all night thy flocks to keep ; 
Thou flialt no more be lulPd afleep 
By me miflaken maid. 



THE 




THE ANTICtUATED COQJJET, 

A Satire on a Lady of Ireland^, 

PHYLLIS, if you will not agree, 
To give me back my liberty ; 
In fpite of you, I mud regain 
My lofs of time, and break your chain. 
You were mifbken, if you thought 
I was fo grofsly to be caught ; 
Or that I was fo blindly bred, 
Asoiot to be in woman read. 
Perhaps you took me for a fool, 
Defign'd alone your (ex's tool ; 
Nay, you might think fo mad a thing. 
That, with a little fafhioning, 
1 might in time,i "for your dear fake, 
That monfter call'd a huiband make : 
Terhaps I might, had I not found, 
'One darling vice in you abound ; 
A vice to me, whioh e'er will prove, 
A n antidote to banifli love. 
O ! I could better bear an old. 
Ugly, difeas'd, mif-fliapen fcold, 
Or one who games, or will be drunk, 
A fool, a fpendthrift, bawd, or punk. 
Than one at all who wildly flies, 
And, with foft, alking, giving eyes, 

* Suppofed to be of the xuune of ClanbraziL 
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And thoufand other wanton arts. 

So meanly trades in btgging heaftt. 

How might fuch wondrous charms perplex. 

Give chains^ or deaths to allotuc Ux, 

Did (he not fo unwi(ely iet, 

For every fluttering fool her net ! 

So poorly proud of vulgar praiie^ 

Her Tcry look her thoughts betrayi j 

She never (lays till we hegia. 

But heckons us hcrfclf to (la. 

Ere we can aik, (he cries conient^ 

So quick her yielding looks are (ent. 

They hope foreftal, and ev^n defirQ ^^Dtm 

But Nature's tum'd when women woo. 

We hate in them what we (hould do-j 

Dcfire *s a deep, and cannot wake. 

When women fuch advances make : 

Both time and charms thus Phyllis wailcs. 

Since each muft furf^it ere he taftca. 

Nothing efcapes her wandering eyes. 

No one fhe thinks too mean a prize : 

Ev'n Lynch *, the lag of human kind, 

Nearcft to brutes by God delign'd, 

May boaft the fmiles of this coquet. 

As much as any man of wit. 

The figns hang thinner in the Strand, 

The Dutch fcarce more infeft the land. 

Though Egypt's locufts they outvie, 

In number and voracity. 

^ A notonous dt\)«.uckfit* 
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Whores are not half fo pknty found, 
In play-houfe, or that hallow'd ground 
Of Temple-Walks, or Whetftoiie's Paric j 
' Carefles lefs abouoii >a Spark *. 
Then with kind looks for all who eome^ 
At bawdy-houfa, tUt ©rawing-roona ; 
But all in vain ihc throws her d^itSj^ 
They hit, but canaot hurt our hearts t 
Age has enerv'd her charms fo mach 
That fearlefs all hqrtyes approach ; 
Each her autumnal face degrades. 
With "Tleverend Mother of the Maids !*' 
But 'tis ilUnatur'd to run on. 
Forgetting what her charms have done 5 
To Teagueland we this beauty owe, 
Teagueland her eariieft charms did know : 
There firft her tyrant beauties reign 'd ; 
Where'er flie look'd, flie conquefl gaki'd. 
No heart the glances could repel, 
The Teagtses m flioals before her fell| ^'. 
And trotting bogs was all the art, 
The found had left to favc his heart. 
She kiird fo faft, by my falvation. 
She near difpeopled half the nation : 
Though fhe, good foul, to fave took care 
All, all (he could from fad deijpair. 
From thence flie hither came to prove 
If yet her chanus could kindle love : 

* Elizabeth Sparky « noted courtezan. 
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But, ah ! it w?.s too late to try, 
For Spring was gone, and Winter nigh : 
Yet though her eyes fuch conquefts made^ 
That they were (hunn'd, or elfe obeyM, 
Yet now her charms are fo decay'd. 
She thanks each coxcomb that will deign 
To praife her face, and wear her chain. 

So (bme old foldier, who had done 
Wonders in youth, and battles won. 
When feeble years his ftrength depoie^ 
That he too weak to vanquifh grows. 
With mangled face and wooden leg. 
Reduced about for alms to beg, 
O'erjoy'd, a thouiand thanks beftows 
On him who but a farthing throws. 



SO N G 

To Chloris, jjfom the "Blind Archerv**^ 

I. 

AH! Chloris, 'tis time to difarm your bright eyes^ 
And lay by thofe terrible glances j 
We live in an age that 's more civil and wife 
Than to follow the rules of romances. 
II. 
When once your roimd bubbles begin but to pout. 

They '11 allow you no long time of courting ; 
And you'll find it a very hard taik to hold out ; 
For all maideas are mortal at fouxteea. 
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S O N G. 

L 

METHINKS tht poor to\vn has been troubled tx» 
long, 
With Phyllis and Chloris in every fong, 
By fools, who at once can both love and defpfthr. 
And will never leave calling them cruel and fair f 
Which juftly provokes me in rhyme to exprefs 
The truth that I know of bonny Black Befs. 
, II. - 
This Befs of my heart, this Befs of my foul. 
Has a fkin v/hite as milk, and hair black as a coal ; 
She *s plump, yet with eafe you may fpan round ier«vaift. 
But her round fwelling thighs can fcarce be embraced : 
Her belly is foft, not a word of the reft : 
But I know what I think, when I drink to the beft. 
III. 
The plowman and 'fquire, the arranter clown. 
At home fhe fubdued in her paragon gown ; 
But now (he adorns both the boxes and pit. 
And the proudeil town gallants are forced to fubmit ; 
All hearts fall a-leaping wherever fhe comes, 
And beat day andnight> like my Lord Craven's drums. 
IV. 
I dare not permit her to come to Whitehall, 
For fhc'd out-fhinc the ladles, paint, jewels, and all : 
If a lord fiiould but whifper his love in the crowd. 
She 'd fell him a bargain, and laugh out aloud : 

6 T^sai^ 
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Then the Queen, over-hearing what Betty did fay. 
Would fend Mr. Rofper to take tier away. . 
V. 
But to thofe that have had my dear Befs in their arms, 
She's gentle, and knows how to foften her charms j 
And to every beauty can add a new grace, 
Having learn'd how to Hfp, and to trip in her pa«e; 
And with head on one fide, and tl langmfhkig eye. 
To kill us by looking as if (he would die. 

S O N G. 

I. 

Tl^ AY the ambitious erer Bnd 
•^^'*" Succefs in crowds end noiie. 
While gentle love does fill my mind 
With filent real joys ! 
II. 
May knaves and fools grow rich and greats 

And the world think them wife^ 
While I lie dying at her feet. 
And all the world defpife. 
III. 
Let conqueriixg kings new triumphs raife^ 

And melt in Court delights; 

Her eyes can give much brighter da3rs. 

Her arms much fofter nights. 
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A FRENCH SONG PARAPHRASED, 

IN gray-hair'd Caelia's wither'd arms 
As mighty Lewis lay, 
She cry'd, If I hare any charms, 
My deareft, let *s away. 

For you, my Love, is iBA my fear! 

Hark ! how the drums do rattle f 
Alas, Sir ! %diat (hould yon'-do here 

In dreadful day of battle ? 

Let little Orange ftay and fight. 

For danger *s his diverfion ; 
The wife -will think you in the right. 

Not to expofe your |>erft)n : 

Nor vex your thoughts how to repair 

The ruins of your glory ; 
You ought to leave fo mean a care 

To thofc who pen your ftory. 

Are not Boileau and Corneille paid 

For panegyric writing ? 
They know how heroes may be made. 

Without the help of fighting. 

When foes too faucily approach, 

'Tis beft to leave them fairly : 
Put fix good horfes to your coach. 

And carry me to Marly. 
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Let Bouflers, to fecure your faine» 
Go take fome town or buy it ; 
♦ Whilft you, great Sirj at Ndtredame,. 
Te Deum £ng in quiet. 



SO N a 

p H Y L L 1 8, the faiitft of Love's- focs^ 
•*" Though fiercer than a dragon, 
Phyllis, that fcornM the powder d beaux. 

What has ihe now to brag on ? 
So long (be kept her legs fo clofe, 

Till they had fcarce a rag onv 

Compeird through want, this wretchtd mai4' 

Did fad complaints begin i 
Which furly Strephon hearing, faid. 

It was both ^ame and fin. 
To pity fuch a lazy jade, 

As will neither play nor fpin. 



SONG. 

Try OR I N D A*8 darkling wit and eyes, 

■■^ United, caft too fierce a light. 
Which blazes high, but quickly dies. 
Pains not the heart, but busts the fights 



Love 



A SONG. ^of 

Love is a calmer, gentler joy, 

Smooth are his looks, and foft his pace ; 
Her Cupid is a black-guard boy, 

That runs his link full in your face. 

SONG. 

Q Y L V I A, methinks you are unfit 
*^ For your great lord's embrace ; 
For though we all allow you wit. 
We can't a handfome face. 

Then where 's the plcafurc, where 's the good. 

Of fpending time and coil r 
For if your wit ben't und-jrftood. 

Your keeper's blifs is loft. 

S . O N G. 

I. 

"pHYLLIS, for fliame let us improre 

■■- A thou fan d diflfercnt ways, 

Thofe few ftiort moments fnatch'd by love. 

From many tedious days. . 
II. 
If you want courage to defpifc 

The cenfure of tlie grave, 
Though Love's a tyrant in your eyes. 

Your heart is but a flave. 
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Ill, 
My love is full of noble pride. 

Nor can it e'er fubmit, 
To let that fop, Difcretion, ride 

In triumph over it. 

IV. 
Falfe friends I have, as well as you. 

Who daily counfel me 
Fame and Ambition to purfue. 

And leave oflf loving thee. 
V. 
But when the Icafl regard I (hew 

To fools who thus advife, 
May I be dull enough to grow 

Moft mifcrably wife ! 



SON 

I. 

Co R Y D O N beneath a willow, 
By a murmuring current laid. 
His arm reclin'd, the lover's pillow. 
Thus addrefs'd the charming maid. 

II. 

! my SacharifTa, tell 

How could Nature take delight, 

1 hat a heart fo hard fliould dwell 
In sk fjamc ib Toft and white. 
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SONG. sit 



III. 

Could you feel but half the anguifh. 
Half the tortures that I bear. 

How for you I daily languifli. 
You'd be kind as you are fair. 

IV. 

See the fire that in me reigns, 
O ! behold a burning man ; 

Think I feel my dying pains. 
And be cruel if you can. 

V. 

With her conquefl pleas'd, the dame 
Cry'dy with an infulting look^ 

Yes, I fain would quench your flame ; 
She fpoke, and pointed to the brook. 
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